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Easter 
I ..., During the second world war, 
we heard a famous preacher de-
liver a sermon in a magnificent 
ol church on Easter Sunday. The 
... setting was just right. The choir 
1vas an excellent one. The 
• church was packed. But the 
sermon was a dud. 
~
• It became evident before the 
preacher had finished his per-
oration that he saw it as his task 
' • to "spiritualize" the Easter story . 
.., · Easter, as he saw it, represented 
the conquest of good over evil, 
• of the spirit over the flesh; of 
light over darkness. Without 
ever quite saying it in so many 
.,. words, he left the distinct im-
pression that the story of the 
resurrection of Jesus Christ from 
'1 the dead was simply a pious 
myth devised by simple-minded 
men who just could not believe 
that cruel and haughty men 
could destroy the good and 
gentle man who had been their 
master and teacher. 
Well, it seems quite likely that 
the same possibility had occurred 
to St. Paul. But Paul, unlike the 
preacher in our story, dared to 
follow the possibility to its neces· 
sary conclusion. "If Christ be 
not raised, your faith is vain". 
In other words, the historical 
fact of the resurrection takes the 
Christian faith out of the area of 
hopeful speculation and optimis· 
tic philosophy and brings it 
down to reality. We can speak 
of the conquest of good or evil, 
of the spirit over the flesh, of 
light over darkness because Jesus 
Christ died and rose again from 
the dead. 
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Perhaps this is why Easter, 
alone of the Christian holidays, 
is observed by the world without 
any pretense of interest in its 
theological significance. T h e 
Easter parade is not a simple per-
version of some instrinsically 
Christian ceremony. It is an open 
substitute for the Christian ob-
servance of the day. Nor is the 
Easter bunny, like Santa Claus, 
a caricature of a Christian saint. 
The Easter bunny is an obvious-
ly pagan intrusion into the scene. 
But this it has always been. 
The Easter story has always been 
a gauntlet flung down by Chris· 
tians as a challenge and recog· 
nized by non-Christians as a 
challenge. If the story is true, 
then everything that Christianity 
has to say is true. If the story is 
not true, then Christianity is 
just another one of the great re-
ligions, a world-view plausible 
within its own assumptions. But 
more important than that, if the 
Easter story is not true, we are 
all right back where we started 
from-without hope and without 
God in the world and destined 
for everlasting death. 
~ 
Indo-China 
The Korean War was, as every 
American knows by now, a dirty, 
ugly, frustrating mess from which 
even a peace without victory 
seemed an acceptable escape. • 
But the war in Indo-China can 
beat the Korean War on almost 
any score that one ·might care .. 
to mention. It is the sort of war 
that even the most ardent mili- ~ I 
tarist would not want to fight. _ 
And, like its Korean counterpart, 
it seems to be the sort of war 
that is intrinsically unwinnable. r. 
We have now undertaken a 
limited commitment in this war. ~ 
Our reason for doing so was un- , 
doubtedly to put the French 
government and people into a ). 
more receptive frame of mind 
for the proposed European army. f 
Such horse-trading seems an in-
evitable part of foreign policy, 
and the people who direct our ~ 
foreign policy apparently figure ... 
that the price was not out of line 
in view of the necessity for lining "" 
France up with the EDC pro-
"' gram. 
It is nevertheless true that we ._ 
have embarked upon a potential-
ly dangerous project. The best • 
information that we can get in-
dicates that it is an oversimpli-
fication of the realities of the .. 
situation to say that the struggle ~ 
in Indo-China is a struggle 
against Communist expansion- '- · 
ism. Apparently the forces which 
oppose the French are Commu- • 
nist-led. The o v e r t h row of .,. 
French rule would probably 
- -- --- -----, 
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mean · the establishment of a 
., Communist state in Indo-China. 
But the role of the Communists 
in the present struggle seems to 
.. be the old familiar role of Com-
munists moving in to take over 
a movement which is 
,. things far more basic 





Indo-China shares, with the 
rest of Asia, an unquenchable 
thirst for self-government. Colo-
~ nialism in Asia is as dead as a 
door-nail, a fact which France 
~ al6ne among the great powers re-
fused to recognize at the end of 
~ World War II. In failing to 
recognize the legitimate aspira-
tions of the Indochinese for self-
• government, the French prac-
.. tically invited the interference of 
international communism, for 
""' muddy waters are the breeding-
grounds of Communist move-
.; 
ments. 
If We are thus put in a very dif-
I 'ficult position. If we line up 
.... with the French, we associate 
ourselves in the Asian mind with 
a discredited colonialism. If we 
leave the French to their own 
resources, we face the possibility 
of a new Communist state in 
~ Asia. It is a dilemma which offers 
us no satisfactory alternative and 
~ which should make us extremely 
~ cautious of undertaking any 
further involvement until we 
have had time to think it 
through. 
A New Kaiser? 
We have been greatly interest-
ed in reports from Bavaria that 
some German a n d Austrian 
leaders have considered the pos-
sibility of re-uniting the two 
countries under Archduke Otto 
and the Hapsburg dynasty. On 
first thought, the idea seems 
rather far-fetched. But perhaps 
it is not quite out of the realm of 
possibility. 
Germany, in the broad sense 
of the term, does, after all, in-
clude both Germany and Austria. 
The Hapsburg dynasty is as 
much a "German" dynasty as 
was the Hohenzollern-if any-
thing more so, because the Haps-
burgs were providing emperors 
of the Holy Roman Empire 
when the Hohenzollerns were 
still very small-time operators off 
in one corner of the empire. 
Nor does it strain the imagi-
nation any to suppose that a 
great many Germans and Aus-
trians might look with a con-
siderable amount of approval on 
some kind of monarchical restor-
ation. Neither country has any 
compelling reason for favoring 
the republican form of govern-
ment. In both countries, the re-
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publican form of government is 
associated with dark hours of 
their national histories. And in 
both countries, the psychology of 
the people seems to predispose 
them to some form of paternal-
istic government. 
A final factor needs to be 
taken into account, also. In 
much of central Europe, the 
crown and civil rights are in-
separably linked. By contrast, 
the republican form of govern-
ment is associated with free-
thinking or agnosticism and with 
political authoritarianism. 
The presumed form of such a 
restored monarchy would be the 
kind of limited, constitutional, 
parliamentary monarchy that has 
developed in Great Britain and 
in the Scandinavian countries. 
The young man who would most 
likely assume the crown is an in-
telligent and personable son of 
the last emperor of the Austro-
Hungarian Empire. He has 
travelled widely and has had 
ample opportunity to analyze the 
reasons why kings lose their 
crowns. It may be presumed that 
he would be careful not to re-
peat the mistakes of his fathers. 
On the whole, we think that 
the suggestion has considerable 
merit. Europe as a whole needs 
a stable and spiritually sound 
Germany. The old imperial an-
them of Austria said of Kaiser 
Franz Josef that "peace and pity 
presided near his throne and .. 
right and justice gleamed from 
his shiel4"· Granted that · this 
was not quite literally true, it .. 
remains true that the German 
and Austrian republics never 
made even such claims. 
Recession? 
The whole matter of business 
cycles is one which we have long 
found fascinating but unintel- ~ 
ligible. We have read books 
about them, we have discussed 
them with competent economists, f-
but we still have them pigeon-
holed in our mind in the same 
corner with spiritualism and .1 
Rosicrucianism. In the soft patois 
of the younger set, we just don't .. 
dig them. ""' 
Looking at the American 
economy today, it is hard to ~ 
imagine any good reason for a 
recession. And there are those ~ 
who tell us that we are not in a • 
recession. But other experts, just • 
as full of facts and figures, main-
tain that we are in a recession ._ 
and some of them suggest that 
we are headed for a full scale de-
pression. 
This much at least we feel 
qualified to say about a matter 
which is otherwise altogether be- ~ 
yond our area of competence: 
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that hat·d times appear to be as 
much psychological as economic 
in their origin. Our whole na-
tional economy rests upon a great 
many hopeful assumptions and 
optimistic forecasts of the future. 
In every way, our economy is a 
credit economy, using the word 
"credit" in its most radical sense 
as a form of belief or faith. A 
loss or weakening of faith has 
immediate repercussions in the 
weakening or collapse of the 
economy. 
The trouble is that when 
faith, or confidence, begins to 
glimmer, there is no way of tell-
ing why it happened. Where did 
the parent doubt first show itself 
and on what did it feed? No one 
knows. Like a virus in a class-
... room, its existence first becomes 
~ known when enough people be-
gin to manifest the unhealthy 
• 
• symptoms of the disease which 
it carries. 
What, then, can be done? It 
.. seems to us that the first step 
toward allaying any fear is to 
appraise the grounds for our 
,... fear realistically. We suggest the 
appointment of a non-partisan 
commission of competent men to 
study the course which our econ-• omy has taken in the past two 
lj years and to report their findings 
in clear, non-technical language. 
t Obviously it would be desirable 
to have this report as soon as 
possible. We think that the re-
port should be restricted to the 
one question of the condition of 
our economy and should not 
venture into the controversial 
question of remedies for what-
ever weak spots may show up. 
Meanwhile, until we have the 
facts in hand, we should all keep 
our wits about us. Nothing is to 
be accomplished by stampeding. 
~ 
The Piltdown Hoax 
. There seems to be a certain 
amount of unseemly rejoicing in 
some circles about the exposure 
of the so-called Piltdown skull 
as a cleverly-constructed hoax. 
What is sometimes overlooked is 
the fact that the exposure was 
made by scientists whose original 
interest in the matter stemmed 
from the fact that Piltdown· man 
has long been a problem to 
geology and anthropology. He 
just didn't fit into the evolution-
ary scale, and his presence cast 
doubt upon the reconstructions 
of man's descent which other 
evidence seemed to demand. 
'Vith Piltdown man out of the 
way, these reconstructions ap-
pear, from the evolutionary 
standpoint, to be sounder than 
they were before. 
We do not have sufficient 
background in the life sciences 
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to pose either as cnt1cs or as 
champions of the idea of organic 
evolution. But we do respect 
honesty wherever we encounter 
it. It. is either a woeful mis-
understanding of the methods of 
the life scientist, or a shameful 
disregard of the eighth com-
mandment, that prompts many 
of the intemperate denunciations 
of the honest and dedicated men 
and women who, according to 
the aptitudes which God has 
given them, seek to peer through 
the veil of the past. One could 
wish that more of us were as 
hard-working and as intellectual-
ly honest as are most good scien-
tists. One could wish that more 
of us were as willing to re-
examine our premises and con-
clusions and to throw out those 
which can no longer be honestly 
held as are most scientists. 
It is not at all hard to imagine 
that, as the study of man's his-
tory continues, there will be 
other instances of the discarding 
of present theories and perhaps 
other instances of the rejection 
of some of the "evidence" upon 
which these theories are based. 
The systematic study of man's 
biological descent is still in its 
infancy and the remains of 
ancient men or man-like types 
are still few in number and rela-
tively poor in condition. But all 
of these considerations simply 
make the study more fascinating. 
And to the Christian heart, these 
excursions into a past all but 
totally obliterated brings a sense 
of awe and wonder. So much of 
the theoretically knowable we 
just don't know. What a tremen· 
dous Being must be the Creator 
Who not only has witnessed this 
whole panorama but 'Who set it 
all in motion! 
The Age of the Earth 
.. 
Speaking of science and pre-
history, we got a rather nasty 
shock while we were shaving one ;.-
morning several weeks ago. As it 
happened, we were musing on 
the lecture which we were sched· 
uled to deliver to a geology ... 
class at 8:00 o'clock on the age 
of the earth. The figure which 
has been most commonly quoted 
in recent years is three billion .. 
years, a figure which staggers our 
comprehension, especially before 
breakfast. But we were aroused • 
from our musings by the voice 
of the announcer on the radio 
who was describing recent studies ... 
which indicate that the correct 
age may be nearer four billion 
years. 
'The Bible on our desk notes 
in the margin that the earth was 
created in tht year 4004 B.C. 
This date was fixed by Arch-
'- ' 
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bishop Ussher of Ireland who, 
in 1654, crowned many years of 
study with the conclusion that 
the Creation had taken place on 
0 c t o b e r 26, 4004 B.C. at 
9:00a.m. We have a high re-
spect for clergymen, particularly 
for archbishops, but if our 
memory serves us right, the 
canon was closed long before 
1654. We regret that some pub-
lishers have chosen to intrude 
the Ussher estimates into the 
Authorized Version. 
For our consolation, since we 
find this question of the age of 
the earth chiefly a nuisance 
which people raise when their 
real objections are to the spiri-
tual message of the Scriptures, 
we re-read Books XI to XIII of 
the Confessions of St. Augustine. 
Unlike Ussher, St. Augustine ap-
proached the Scriptures, includ-
ing the first chapter of Genesis, 
with a very humble estimate of 
his own reason and with a deep 
longing to understand those hid-
den meanings which the natural 
man can not receive because they 
must be spiritually discerned. 
And we found a passage which 
puts the whole question of the 
age of the earth in its proper 
light. It is a passage in which 
Augustine imagines God saying 
to him: 
"0 man, that which My Scrip-
ture saith, I say: and yet doth 
that speak in time; but time has 
no relation to My Word; be-
cause My Word exists in equal 
eternity with Myself. So the 
things which ye see through the 
Spirit, I see; like as what ye 
speak through the Spirit, I speak. 
And so when ye see those things 
in time, I see them not in time; 
as when ye speak in time, I speak 
them not in time." 
And that, as far as we are con-
cerned, is good enough. 
~ 
Easy Does It 
We have often, in the past, 
given voice to our love of the 
English language. Who raises a 
hand against our mother tongue 
can expect to see the editor of 
the CRESSET riding out of the 
West, his lance at full tilt and a 
cry of "Honi Soit Qui Mal y 
Pense" rending the neutral air. 
It is in such mood that we 
descend, this month, upon the 
screaming imbeciles who have at-
tempted to despoil the language 
of all of its great, simple adjec-
tives of approval a n d dis-
approval. Time was when even 
the veriest genius would blush 
prettily and feel a glow of pleas-
urable pride in the face of a sin-
cerely spoken "Well done". That 
time is no more. "Well done" is 
no longer a compliment but a 
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circumlocution f o r "abomin-
able". Work of the most medi-
ocre sort is, in the contemporary 
idiom, "great". (This same ad-
jective is used to describe any 
public office-holder above the 
rank of constable.) Work of a 
superior nature is, in Nuspeak, 
"tremendous" or "magnificent". 
There is, so far as we know, no 
adjective left to describe a per-
son or a thing that actually does 
exhibit magnificence. Perhaps 
this is not too serious a matter 
because one seldom has any need 
for such an adjective anyway. 
We have no doubt that this 
trend toward adjectival infla-
tion is a sorry thing for the Eng-
lish language. We suspect, 
though, that more may be in-
volved than the mere debasing 
of a language. There is, in the 
New Testament, an exhortation 
to let our yes be yes and our no 
be no. An4 beneath that exhor-
tation there lies, it seems to us, 
tht psychologically-sound sug-
gestion that our speech reflects 
our integrity. 
If "well done" no longer 
means much to us, it may be be-
cause few of us really realize, 
any more, how difficult and how 
unusual it is for a man to do 
anything really well. Or perhaps 
it is because we so commonly 
say something other than what 
we really mean that it becomes 
necessary for us to wax violent 
to assert our sincerity. In either 
case, the spectacle of people de-
scribing persons and events in 
terms which are more appropri-
ate to the Deity or to some great 
natural catastrophe is a revolting 
one. One never knows when to 
take either praise or blame 
seriously. 
Ike Must Act 
The President can hardly fail 
to recognize that popular con-
fidence in his leadership is falter-
ing when, as happened recently 
in the Stevens-McCarthy affair, 
the press speaks with a nearly 
unanimous voice in calling upon 
him to assume responsibility for 
his party and his administration. 
We hope that the President will 
act, and we are confident that 
eventually he will. Meanwhile, 
he needs to be reminded that 
time is running out. 
We think it is significant that 
the editor of one of the papers 
which have most consistently 
supported the President recalled, 
rather wistfully we thought, the 
loyalty which Harry Truman al-
ways showed to his old cronies 
and political buddies. The editor 
noted that often enough this 
loyalty was misplaced. At the 
same time, the loyalty was there. 
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And every one of us responds 
favorably to loyalty, particularly 
when it involves a man in a po· 
sition of power 'standing up for 
one of his own aides. However 
it may be in the military, most 
of us civilians bristle when we 
see a subordinate being fed to 
the wolves. 
The Stevens-McCarthy affair 
may seem to be, by now, a mat· 
ter of ancient history. But it hap· 
pens to be one link in a chain 
o£ events wh'ich raise unhappy 
doubts as to the willingness of 
the President to stand by his 
~, supporters. Nor does it explain 
the situation · to say that the 
President is accepting poor ad-
vice. The President has a mind 
and a conscience of his own and 
? should be capable of rejecting 
advice which does not square 
with his convictions. 
.. \Ve are interested, both be-
cau e of our high personal re· 
gard for the President and be-
cause of our concern for the wel-
fare of our country, in seeing 
this administration write a good 
record in office. We still believe 
that the President's heart is in 
the right place and that the poli-
cies for which he stands are 
sound and forward-looking. But 
someone has evidently persuaded 
the President that he has to 
"politick" his program through 
and that the price of success for 
his program is the appeasing of 
an element in his party which 
has always opposed him, opposes 
him now, and always will op-
pose him. 
The President may be politic-
ally naive, but he must recall, 
from his many years as a soldier, 
that wars are not won by by-pass-
ing enemy strongpoints. Sooner 
or later, one has to move against 
them, and it is best to do so be-




You can say this about 20th 
Century man ; he has found a 
way of producing almo t every-
thing in quantity. Where a few 
years ago he produced items by 
the dozens, he now produces 
them by the thonsands. The pro-
duction of cars, applian ces, 
crops, and houses has increased 
at the rate of compound interest. 
We will not go into detail on 
this mixed blessing, except to 
point out that the blessing is a 
mixed one. 
ALFRED R. OOMAN 
may not be modest, but he will 
surely be heard and always he 
will stand out in a crowd. He 
tna y or n1ay not have a sense of .4. 
humor, but he will be humorous, 
and quite likel y entertaining. 
Genuine characters do exist 
LOda y, though not in la rge n um-
bers, and they can be found in 
;d1nost every field of endeavor. 
Some are known nationally, 
others have just a local reputa-
tion. They can be found in some 
o[ the oddest places and profes-
The one thing 20th Century sions. One business that has ex-
man has not produced in quan- cceded its quota for character 
tity, in fact, the one item in in recent years is the restaurant 
which he has fallen behind on ,. business, which normally is "-
his quota, is "characters". By a · thought of as a rather prosaic in-
"character" I mean an individual dustry. One can think of any 
of an original or unusual type. number of restaurateurs who 
There are some subsidiary quali- have a reputation-quite genuine 
fications. His degree of eccentric- -for being different. At the mo-
ity may vary ft'om mild to wild, ment I am thinking of two, one 1r 
but he will usually be more than on each Coast. There is Toots 
normally intelligent. He may or Shor in New York and Vic Berg-
10 
• 
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eron (Trader Vic) in Oakland 
and San Francisco. Both are 
well known in their own com-
munities and fairly well known 
elsewhere. 
It is possible for a short as-
~ociation with a character to go 
_, a long way, and there is a lot of 
Toots Shor. So my vote for the 
more entertaining of the two 
-4- goes to Trader Vic, though he is 
milder in his approach than 
Toots. 
In the field of characters, 
...._ Trader Vic would be classified 
-~ as mild and refreshing. He oper-
ates two very successful restaur-
ants, one in Oakland and one in 
an Franci co, both with a South 
Seas decor. On the basis of sta-
tistics and general description, 
you might say that, at least in 
appearance, Trader Vic would 
not qualify as a character, for he 
.. is less than average in height, he 
is huskily built, and he dresses 
well. Yet he stands out in a 
crowd. At an informal meeting 
in Oakland, not so long ago, he 
was in a room where about 30 
others were present. On entering 
that room, you would find your-
self picking Trader Vic out of 
the crowd immediately. I did, 
t 
.. 
• and so did several others, who 
mentioned it later, though none 
of us had known him on sight. 
Despite his good grooming 
there is a raffish look about him. 
There is a glint in his eye and 
he speaks from the side of his 
mouth. And he has a limp, 
barely noticeable, which he has 
turned into an asset. Ask any of 
rhe help in his restaurants where 
he came upon that limp and 
you'll get an evasive answer that 
suggests it came as the result of 
an encounter with a shark of£ 
some Pacific island. That sounds 
logical, but there isn't a word 
of truth in it. Trader Vic, how-
ever, ha n't gotten around to 
correcting his employees on that 
answer. It seems logical, because 
there is something about Trader 
Vic that hints at an adventurous 
past. He could have been a 
brother of the Mizeners, for in-
stance. While he is a perfectly 
reputable man, he leaves the 
impression that he might have 
worked on the Barbary Coast 
and in the Klondike before being 
shanghaied to the South Seas. 
When he is talking, he be-
comes animated, but the words 
pour from the corner of his 
mouth clear and clever. He says 
exactly what comes to mind and 
he has no fear of sacred cows. 
What he says is funny, not be-
cause he is trying to be funny, 
but because he has a different 
viewpoint and a humorous way 
of expressing himself. His favor-
ite topic is his restaurants, both 
of which bear his name. He 
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knows what he is talking about 
in that field, because he has been 
eminently successful in the busi-
ness, to the point that he now 
operates a consulting service on 
the restaurant business. 
The story of his ris~ in the 
1estaurant field is an interesting 
one which I wish I could tell in 
his own words. He started in the 
early 30's with a small lunch 
room and bar called "Hinky-
Dinks". It was decorated with 
deer horns and snow shoes which 
he had picked up for almost 
nothing, and which is the reason 
he decorated the place in that 
manner. His prices were low. He 
decided to raise his prices a little 
and found, to his great surprise, 
that business increased. He kept 
raising his prices over the period 
of a year until he had all the 
business he could handle. 
It wasn't long before Vic Berg-
eron began the transformation to 
Trader Vic. The transformation 
came when he noticed that many 
people liked to eat Chinese food, 
but they found the sanitary con-
ditions of Chinese restaurants 
somewhat questionable. So Vic 
and his Chinese chef spent a 
_month eating in Chinese restau-
rants in the Bay area. They 
sampled the majority of items on 
each menu in an attempt to 
figure out the best recipes. But 
·Vic was prompted to make the 
change to Chinese food for an-
other reason: "You can send 
anybody out to cut grass and 
cook it up for Chinese food so 
there mitst be a· profit in it." 
Once he had the recipes 
figured out, he was ready. His 
next step was to send a letter to 
the Chamber of Commerce of 
Hawaii in which he asked them 
to send him some trinkets free 
of charge. As he says, "If you've 
been in my place you've seen 
that junk and those nickel beads. 
Cheapest way in the world to 
decorate a place." By. the time 
the restaurant was ready to re-
open, Vic Bergeron was com-
pletely Trader Vic. Everything 
about him and about his restau-
rant had the look of the South 
Seas. Vic, however, had never 
been south of Palo Alto. 
In the past twenty years, 
Trader Vic has built his restau-
rants up into the best of their 
type m the country, yet he 
seems to be neither a business 
man nor a noted chef. His em-
ployee relations are excellent. 
Most of his employees are 
Orientals (because you can feed 
the whole crowd on 50c worth 
of rice a day"), who appan;ntly 
are devoted to their boss. In two 
recent years in his San Francisco 
restaurant, he has lost only two 
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was the victim of a brief "Tong" 
''ar. 
Trader Vic has definite 
opinions about many things in 
the restaurant business. On nam-
ing a restaurant: "Get your own 
name in the name of your restau-
rant. Look around and you'll see 
that the best restaurant are 
named after the men who run 
them. For one thing, you're not 
going to serve poor food in a 
place named after yourself. And 
another thing, it's got more ap-
peal. Who wouldn't rather eat in 
a place called 'Tarantino's', 
·Trader Vic's' or 'Rickey's Town 
House' than in something called 
the 'Palace Cafe'?" 
On decorating a restaurant: 
"Don't overdo it. Don't make the 
decorations so powerful that 
you're afraid to eat for fear 
something is going to swoop 
down on you." On music in a 
restaurant: "Some places have 
music for entertainment. They 
may have a guy playing an elec-
tric organ or something like that. 
.\t most of these places, the 
customers are sitting around 
with their mouths open looking 
a t the organist. When they're 
doing that they're not ordering 
anything. Anyway, I figure that 
anybody who can afford my 
prices must be smart enough to 
entertain himself." 
On handling drunks and un-
de)irable cu~to111ers: "In the fi rst 
place, no drunk is goi ng to get 
into 1ny place. But sometime 
they fool you and look sober. If 
anyone does tart acting up, 
singing, or arguing with his wife, 
we don't give them the bum's 
rush, though we're equipped to 
do it i( we wanted. The minute 
we notice anything wrong, I 
se11d over a half dozen waiters. 
In about 30 seconds they can 
clear the table completely. If 
there is food or a drink in front 
of the noisy customer, we take it 
awa), in fact, we take everything 
including the table cloth and the 
a h tray. When a guy can't even 
find a place to put_ down a 
cigarette butt, he knows he's 
done. lt hasn't failed yet that 
within two minutes after getting 
their table cleared, the customer 
comes sneaking out looking for 
his coat." 
In his actions, in his view-
point, and in his speech, Trader 
Vic meets the qualifications for 
a charac ter. He is not trying to be 
different, he just is. He is not a 
violent character, nor perhaps a 
significant one in the sense that 
some are. It might be that a 
number of years ago, when 
characters roamed the land in 
number , he wouldn't qualify at 
all. 
Which brings us back to the 
question of what has happened 
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to the characters who formerly 
existed in quantities to the satis-
faction of all newspapermen in 
need of copy. In years gone by, 
the entertainment world pro-
duced a high percentage of 
characters. The stage still comes 
up with a few every year. Holly-
wood, however, has vacillated be-
tween presenting all its stars as 
characters one week and all of 
them as "just plain folks" the 
next week. When, with the help 
of a swarm of press agents, the 
movie people come up with what 
they think is a character, he can 
usually be spotted from quite a 
distance as ersatz. 
F or m e r 1 y, government and 
business both supplied their fair 
share, but that has changed too. 
Government has never quite re-
placed the late J. Ham. Lewis. 
You might argue that there are 
characters abounding in govern-
ment today. There are some, but 
I doubt that many would fit my 
definition. Characters are often 
irrational, but that in itself is 
not a qualifying characteristic. 
While the business world still 
produces a number of individual-
ists who qualify as characters 
(Robert Young being one of the 
more recent to join the ranks), it 
has not produced them in the 
quantity it did in the "rags-to-
riches" and the "Go West, young 
man" eras. 
The college campu has al-
ways been-as it should-a home 
and a breeding ground for 
characters. It still is, but the per 
capita ratio is down and there is 
some evidence it may go down 
still farther. 
What has happened? Where 
are the characters? A friend of 
mine has a glib explanation-
which neither he nor I believes 
for a minute-that we are all act-
ing so oddly these days, a charac-
ter now is more likely to be a 
man who acts quite normally. 
The answer is not that easy, 
nor is it a very pleasant one. 
Part of the answer lies in the 
trend we have taken in the past 
ten or more years. This trend, 
should it continue to grow, 
could make the character as ex-
tinct as a dodo. It is a trend to-
ward simplification and uni-
formity. Mass production is one 
of its useful by-products. Had the 
trend stayed in the realm of the 
material it would be a boon to 
almost everyone. But recently, it 
has had a tendency to include 
the realm of human behavior. 
We no longer want to be dif-
ferent; we want to be like the 
other fellow. We seek identity. 
Our interest is centered in the 
Common Man, not the un-
common man, for we have no 
reason to envy or fear the person 
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The climate is just not right 
for producing characters. We dis-
like the exceptional. The man 
who is both different and wise 
knows enough to conceal his dif-
ference. He knows that even per-
fectly loyal citizens have, in some 
cases, paid for being different by 
pending hours under the TV 
tights of a Congressional investi-
gating committee. 
on all of us. Characters operate, 
to a degree, on the laws of supply 
and demand. And right now we 
are not demanding characters. I 
suggest that we do, for say what 
you will about characters, they 
operate best and flourish most in 
an atmosphere of true freedom. 
And like the miner's canary, they 
serve as a warning on the aunos-
phere of freedom around us. 
Part of the fault can be placed 
FLAMING SWORD 
Inhabit the day as you would 
a crystal house; the hour 
as you would a prayer. Life's 
furniture has no immortal 
lease. Rise with the ceremony 
of the sun, and turn 
from wakes of storm; for glas 
is quick to break . 
Handle with care time's bricabrac ... 
no law can join the severed 
violet, until it is replanted 
on a painted plate; nor tallow 
to the candle dripping 
from the moment's torch. 
Inhabit the knowledge 
man is a power, and his brittle touch 
rises to create therapies of truth 
while caution is an angel 
in his room. 
LuciLLE CoLEMAN 
G. K. Chesterton: 
The lord's Juggler 
By RoBERT E. HoRN 
Like a benevolent old uncle 
playing Santa Claus, Gilbert 
Keith Chesterton with a bag 
packed with assorted aphorisms, 
paradoxes, and w i t t i c i s m s 
climbed clown the chimney of 
London's liter-
ary circles at 
the turn of the 
century, amaz-
ing and amus-
ing people with 
his almost mag-
ical a r r a y of 
journalistic tal-
ent-and shock-
ing them with 
h i s orthodox 
Christian-
ity. Forty years 
later when he 
died he was 
acknowledged as the founder of 
contemporary Christian apolo-
getics, and as one of the keenest 
literary minds of the 20th 
<:entury. 
It is as difficult to character-
i7e Chesterton's prolific writing 
~•s it must have been for his tailor 
to fit hi 350 pounds with 
]() 
clothes, for between 1900 and 
1936 he authored some 100 book 
of e~~ays, novels, plays, poetr) 
(his poetic versatility ranged 
from a drinking song used in 
,,·hisky ads to a devotional ong 
found in the 
English h y m-










1 e c t u r e d, ar-
gued, and de-
bated all over 
Europe and 
America; and managed to create 
one of l iterature's most famous 
detectives (Father Brown). 
That he was a "character" has 
long been a truism. A devotee of 
beer and wine, he would plant 
h imself in the pub closest to hi" 
office and with a bottle in one 
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table beside him, he would scrib-
ble off his articles an hour be-
fore deadline, interrupted only 
by the conversation he was carry-
ing on at the same time. His ab-
sent-mindedness, as well as his 
many other eccentricities, was 
prodigious. He was sometimes 
obliged to buy a copy of his own 
weekly (G. K.'s) to find the ad-
dress of his office. "Am in 
Market Harborough," he once 
wired his wife. "Where ought I 
to be?" 
Whatever else Chesterton did, 
he set the pattern for recent 
Christian apologetics. We are 
using the techniques he perfect-
ed; indeed, we are talking about 
truths he rediscovered. To the 
church which had by and large 
retired to a non-intervention 
policy in intellectual argument, 
he roared, "It is no good to tell 
an atheist that he is an atheist; 
or to charge a denier of immor-
tality with the infamy of denying 
it ... we must either not argue 
with a man at all, or we must 
argue on his grounds and not 
ours." He somehow escaped the 
intellectual inferiority complex 
of his contemporary church-
fellows: he assumed himself right 
and was willing to prove it to 
anyone. 
Ecclesiastical Clown 
Probably his greatest asset as 
a writer and his greatest contri-
bution to apologetics was his 
humor, which was closely associ-
ated in his thought with a ro-
mantic child-like wonder at the 
world and riotous living in it. 
Frequently charged with frivol-
ity regarding the extremely seri-
ous subject of religion, he would 
reply, "You think that I am not 
serious but only funny, because 
you think that funny is the op-
posite of serious. Funny is the 
opposite of not funny and of 
nothing else. The question of 
whether a man expresses himself 
in a grotesque or laughable 
phraseology, or in a stately and 
restrained phraseology, is not a 
question of motive or of moral 
state, it is a question of instinc-
tive language and self expression. 
Whether a man chooses to tell 
the truth in long sentences or 
short jokes is a problem analo-
gous to whether he chooses to tell 
the truth in French or German.'' 
His opponents would then in-
voke the authority of the com-
mandment "Thou shalt not take 
the name of the Lord thy God 
in vain." "Of course," he points 
out, "I was not in any conceiv-
able sense taking the name in 
vain. To take a thing and make 
a joke out of it is not to take it 
in vain. It is, on the contrary, 
to take it and use it for an un-
commonly good object. To use a 
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thing in vain means to use it 
without use. But a joke may be 
exceedingly useful; it may con-
tain the whole earthly sense, not 
to mention the whole heavenly 
sense, of a situation." 
Professional wits have always 
been to a certain extent icono-
clasts; those at Chesterton's time 
were downright anti-Christian. 
Defenders of orthodoxy were not 
only serious but exceedingly 
solemn; the weapon of laughter 
was on the side of the sceptic 
until Chesterton claimed it for 
the Church. 
Paradox 
The most unique and obvious 
feature of Chesterton's style (and 
of his thought in general) is his 
use of the paradox; what his 
critics disagree upon is whether 
he ought to have used the tech-
nique so often. His opponents 
claimed that he was standing 
truth on its head merely to at-
tract attention to himself. But it 
is more correct to say that his 
reliance u p o n the paradox, 
though sometimes glib and not 
always to the point, was most of 
the time a startling expression of 
an entirely neglected truth, or a 
startling re-emphasis of the neg-
lected side of one truth. His jus-
tification was roughly that a 
paradox must be in the nature of 
things because of God's infinity 
and limitations of man's mind. 
To us limited beings God can ex-
press His idea only in fragments . 
We can bring together apparent 
contradictions whereby a greater 
truth is suggested. If we do this 
in a sudden or incongruous 
manner we startle the unpre-
pared and arouse the cry of 
"paradox." If we will not do it, 
we shall miss a great deal of truth. 
From the standpoint of apolo-
getics he was only using one of 
the cardinal rules of that dis-
cipline: he was in every conceiv-
able way trying to interpret 
Christianity to the people of his 
age. Of course, like most sales-
men, he sometimes oversold his 
product and does perhaps in this 
sense overuse the paradox. "Para-
dox ought to be used," said one 
of his critics, "like onions to 
season the salad. Mr. Chester-
ton's salad is all onions." To 
which Chesterton agreed: "But 
it is God, and not I, who should 
have the credit of it." 
Representative examples of 
the web of paradoxical wit he 
would weave about an opponent 
are, because of their overall ex-
cellence, difficult to select. Here, 
however, are a few examples: he 
writes that what had always in-
trigued him was the difference 
between the "sad" and "reason-
able" pagan virtues of justice 
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exuberant, and unreasonable" 
Christian virtues of faith, hope, 
and charity. "Justice," he says, 
"consists in finding out a certain 
thing due to a certain man and 
giving it to him. Temperance 
consists in finding out the 
proper limit of a particular in-
dulgence and adhering to that. 
But charity means pardoning 
what is unpardonable, or loving 
unloveable people. Hope means 
hoping when things are hopeless 
... And faith means believing 
the incredible; or they are no 
virtues at all." Or he would 
torture his opponents with: "He 
is a voice crying in the wilder-
ness, 'There is no God, and 
Marx is his prophet,' " or "I do 
not object to socialism because it 
will revolutionize our commerce, 
but because it will leave it so 
horribly the same." When he 
told philosophers that their 
chief problem was how "we can 
contrive at once to be astonished 
at the world and yet at home in 
it," they scoffed. They did this, 
he explained, because "most 
modern philosophies are not 
p h i 1 o s o p h y but philosophic 
doubt; that is, doubt about 
whether there can be any 
philosophy." 
Orthodoxy 
Although it would be sheer 
malevolence to ignore Chester-
ton's conversion to Roman Cath-
olicism late in his life, it is not 
incorrect to say that in his writ-
ings he limited himself rather 
strictly to what Hooker has 
called "mere" Christianity, the 
religion of the apostles, the early 
church, and to a certain extent 
of Medieval Christendom. ·His 
religious attitude, rather than 
his denomination, played by far 
the most influential role in his 
apologetics. "People," he says, 
explaining his position, "have 
fallen into a foolish habit of 
speaking of orthodoxy as some-
thing heavy, humdrum, and safe. 
There never was anything so 
perilous or so exciting as ortho-
doxy. It was sanity: and to be 
sane is more dramatic than to be 
mad .... The Church in its early 
days went fierce and fast with 
any warhorse; yet it is utterly 
unhistoric to say that she merely 
went mad along one idea, like a 
vulgar fanaticism. She swerved 
to left and right, so exactly as to 
avoid enormous obstacles. She 
left on the one hand the huge 
bulk of Arianism, buttressed by 
all the wordly powers to make 
Christianity too worldly. The 
next instant she was swerving to 
avoid an orientalism, which 
would have made it too unworld-
ly. The orthodox Church never 
took the tame course or accepted 
the conventions: the orthodox 
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Church was never respectable ... 
It is always easy to let the age 
have its head; the difficult thing 
is to keep one's own." 
Polemics and Dragons 
A passionate debater, Chester-
ton never avoided an argument. 
He opposed with a massive dis-
dain, for example, 20th-century 
socialism ("Peasants cannot own 
their own farms, but peasantry 
can own oil wells, which is just 
exactly what it doesn't want to 
own.") and 20th-century imper-
ialism. He c a II e d Britain's 
colonies deplorable, distracting 
"suburbs." Together with the 
late Hilaire Belloc, he opposed 
the common confusion of great-
ness with bigness and worldly 
importance. Bernard Shaw trans-
formed the two men into a myth-
ical monster called the "Chester-
belloc" -a creature that haunted 
those who preferred "progress," 
large scale production, prohibi-
tion, colonies, cocoa, pragma-
tism, and reckless international-
ism. The Chesterbelloc also op-
posed votes for women. "Twenty 
million young women," wrote 
Chesterton, "rose to their feet 
with the cry W e will not be dic-
tated to: and proceeded to be-
come stenographers." 
He hoped for a "League of 
Little People" containing small 
shopkeepers and farmers. With 
equal vigor he defended the 
little town and the large, close 
family against a recklessly ex-
panding metropolitan life: "The 
man who lives in a small com-
munity lives in a much larger 
world. He knows much more of 
the fierce varieties and uncom-
promising divergences of men. 
The reason is obvious. In a large 
community we can choose our 
companions. In a small com-
munity our companions are 
chosen for us .. . we may love our 
friends because they are like us, 
we may love negroes because 
they are black, or German Social-
ists because they are pedantic. 
But we have to love our neigh-
bor because he is there-a much 
more alarming reason for a much 
more serious operation. He is the 
sample of humanity which is 
actually given us. Precisely be-
cause he may be anybody he is 
everybody. He is a symbol be-
cause he is an accident .. .. the 
same goes for our families." 
Always looking for a fantastic 
slant or an entertaining twist, he 
filled his writings with references 
to Easter eggs and dragons, 
kangaroos and giants, earwigs and 
mythology. Whenever possible 
he made his points with popular 
sayings-first carefully turning 
them inside out. As Shaw found 
new unreason in popular beliefs, 
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for them. In a controversy over 
the church militant and the 
"turn-the-other-cheek" attitudes, 
(or instance, he wrote: "It is con-
stantly assumed, especially in our 
Tolstoyan tendencies, that when 
the lion lies down with the lamb 
the lion becomes lamblike. But 
that is brutal annexation and 
imperialism on the part of the 
lamb ... the real problem is-can 
the lion lie down with the lamb 
and still retain his royal feroc-
ity? That is the problem the 
Church attempted; that is the 
miracle she achieved." Similarly 
he explained the significance of 
the fall of man: "If you wanted 
to dissuade a man from drinking 
his tenth whisky, you would slap 
him on the back and say, 'Be a 
man.' No one who wished to dis-
suade a crocodile from eating hh 
tenth explorer would slap it on 
the back and say, 'Be a croco-
dile.' For we have no notion of a 
perfect crocodile; no allegory of 
a · whale e x p e 11 e d from his 
Whale'y Eden." . 
Roisterous Thanks 
· Not ·entirely unlike the hero 
of his novel Manalive (a benevo-
lent ' little man who went about 
with a pistol, which he would 
suddenly point at a pessimist 
when· that philosopher would say 
that . .life was not worth · living) 
Chesterton considered gratitude 
to God the chief idea of his life 
and writing. During the last year 
of his life he wrote in his Auto-
biography: "I will not say (it is) 
the doctrine I have always 
taught, but the doctrine I should 
have always liked to teach. That 
is the idea of taking things with 
gratitude, and not taking things 
for granted .... The aim of life 
is appreciation; there is no sense 
in not appreciating things; and 
there is no sense in having more 
of them if you have less appreci-
ation of them .... In short, as it 
seems to me, it matters very little 
whether a man is discontented in 
the name of pessimism or prog-
ress, if his discontent does in 
fact paralyze his power of appre-
ciating what he has got. The real 
difficulty of man is not to enjoy 
lamp-posts or landscapes, not to 
enjoy dandelions or chops; but 
to enjoy enjoyment. To keep the 
capacity of really liking what he 
likes; that is the practical prob-
lem the philosopher has to solve. 
"The first thing the casual 
critic will say," he continued, "is 
'What nonsense all this is; do 
you mean that· a poet cannot be 
thankful for grass and wild 
flowers without connecting it 
with theology; let alone with 
your theolqgy?' To which I an-
swer .. 'Yes; I mean he cannot do 
it without connecting it with 
theology unless he can do it with-
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out connecting it with thought. 
If he can manage to be thankful 
when there is nobody to be 
thankful to, and no good inten-
tions to be thankful for, then he 
is simply taking refuge in being 
thoughtless in order to avoid 
being thankless." 
Few devout men have com-
bined life and religion with such 
gusto as Chesterton. Fewer still 
have been able to perform the 
language juggling as easily as he 
-and do it to the glory of God. 
"To sum up the whole matter 
very simply," he once wrote, "if 
(a critic) asks me why I import 
frivolity into a discussion of the 
nature of man, I answer, because 
frivolity is a part of the nature 
of man. If he asks me why I in-
troduce what he calls paradoxes 
into a philosophical problem, I 
answer, because all philosophical 
problems tend to become para-
doxical. If he objects to my 
treating of life riotously, I reply 
that life is a riot." 
~ 
A Selected Reading List of 
Books by G. K. Chesterton 
H er6tics (Devin-Adair), 1950. Ches-
terton 's first widely controversial book, 
published in 1905, brashly took to 
task the popular leaders of thought 
-Rudyard Kipling, George Moore, 
Bernard Shaw, H. G. Wells, and 
others-hilariously castigating their in-
consistencies, and joshingly sympa· 
thizing with their difficulties. 
Orthodoxy (Dodd, Mead and Co.), 
1952. Responding to the demands, "If 
we are heretics, what is Mr. Chester-
ton's orthodoxy?", Chesterton in 1908 
wrote this able exposition of and 
apology for the Christian Faith; it is 
perhaps his most polished performance. 
The Common Man (Sheed and Ward), 
1950. A collection of short essays pub-
lished posthumously, this little book 
emphasizes his great diversity of in-
terest, his tremendous delight with 
things great and ordinary, and his ex-
traordinary talent in the decisive ap-
plication of the Faith to a specific 
situation. 
St. Thomas Aquinas (Sheed and 
Ward) , 1933. This popular introduc-
tion to the 13th-century Catholic 
philosopher has been called by con-
temporary Thomists Maritain and Gil-
son "the best ever written on 
Aquinas." 
Autobiography (Sheed and Ward), 
1936. Undoubtedly one of the most 
peculiar autobiographies we have seen, 
it starts out to tell Chesterton's story 
in the first few chapters, but becomes 
another polemic on Chesterton's favor-
ite subject-his convictions. 
* * • • 
(We also suggest Chesterton's Father 
Brown detective stories, his book of 
essays All I Survey, and his criticism 
of George Bernard Shaw, which Shaw 
once called "the best book I have yet 
provoked." The definitive biography 
of Chesterton is Maisie Ward's Gilbert 






At last, The New Dramatist 
By W'ALTER SoRRELL 
If we pause for a moment at 
mid-season and look back the 
broad way on which we accom-
panied the proverbial famous in-
valid, we cannot help noticing 
that he looks younger this year 
than ever before. In other words, 
it has become unmistakably clear 
that he finally decided on trying 
it with a blood transfusion by 
the younger generation of 
dramatists. 
As usual there are many en-
tries of little or no consequence 
and even poor craftsmanship, 
but carried by name actors to 
box-office successes. I will not 
waste time by enumerating them. 
Or there are such wonderfully 
slick plays as John Patrick's 
"The Teahouse of the August 
Moon" which satisfies all the 
customers in every respect. But 
there were many plays of new 
dramatists this season, un-
accompanied by Walter Win-
chell's outcries: "A Smash Hit!", 
"A Must," or "Triumph!", but 
which managed to get a hearing 
and to make a rather impressive 
showing. Not all of them suc-
ceeded in staying long enough on 
the boards to be rated as finan-
23 
cial successes in this boom-or-
bust game on Broadway. But 
they proved themselves as play-
wrights of some stature. 
The young dramatist is ex-
posed to many temptations-as 
was best shown by the example 
of George Axelrod, who hit 
Broadway with his "Seven Year 
Itch" last season and came up 
with almost a facsimile of that 
play, but had the good sense to 
withdraw it in the last minute 
and to sell it to Hollywood. It is 
also difficult to say whether or 
not many of them write the one 
play that is. in all of us and 
which is as autobiographical as 
Louis Peterson's first play, "Take 
A Giant Step." Peterson deals in 
it with the complexities of life 
in which a Negro boy finds him-
self. He has not only to master 
the sexual impulses of the ado-
lescent, but, at the same time, 
ad just himself to a world domi-
nated by the white man. It is a 
moving play of an honest writer 
who can paint moods and give 
strong . characterizations. 
It is still too early to say which 
role television will assume in the 
future development of dramatic 
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wntmg (and it may soon deserve 
a serious analysis). Will it help 
the young dramatist practice his 
craft, will it serve as a tryout, or 
will it finally lure the best 
writers away from the stage and 
devour them, as, for quite soine 
time, Hollywood did? As things 
stand now it seems to give the 
writer a chance to create play-
able situations and ideas for TV, 
to make a living while working 
in his craft and use this new 
medium as a sounding board for 
Broadway. At least, Horton 
Foote did so with his play, "The 
Trip to Bountiful," which dram-
atizes a great dream of an old 
woman who wants to escape the 
sordid atmosphere in the city 
home of her son who is domi-
nated by his wife, an empty-
headed, juke-boxed woman, a 
typical addict of double feature 
movies, who persecutes her 
mother-in-law with a silent and 
sometimes not so silent hatred. 
The unrelieved pathos of the 
first act is so skilfully kept up 
that the scenes of the escape into 
the old woman's illusionary past 
seem a let-down. Though the 
second and third acts are drama-
turgically somewhat monotonous, 
Horton Foote has written a 
touching, compassionate drama 
which makes us look forward to 
his next entry. · 
Three plays of young novelists-
turned-dramatists demand atten-
tion. Calder Willingham's dram-
atization of his novel, "End As a 
Man," is an acid indictment of 
our military academies. Done in 
the Grand Guignol style, it 
shows a most horrifying picture 
of human debasement, depicted 
with rigid economy and a sarcas-
tic humor. The play's weaknesses 
are its sadistic overtones, and its 
strong leaning toward sensation-
alism defeats its purpose of being 
the honest document of protest 
as which the play undoubtedly 
was conceived. It is an actor's 
play, and its effectiveness may 
stem from the actors' skill rather 
than the script. Calder Willing-
ham is said to have another play 
ready, and this may show more 
of his ability as a playwright. 
"The Caine Mutiny Court Mar-
tial" establishes Herman Wouk 
as a first-rate craftsman. It is by 
far one of the most dramatic 
pieces of the season, although he 
adapted it from his best-selling 
novel, "The Caine Mutiny". But 
the play shows m no way its 
novelistic origin. On the con-
trary, it should serve as an ex-
ample of how adaptations should 
be made to appear as completely 
self-contained pieces of writing. 
The play poses the pertinent 
question of whether ends justify 
means, and it asks this question 




grappling with this moral prob-
lem, the solution of which is not 
always dear-cut and easily found, 
the play never loses itself in mere 
theatricalities as "End As a 
Man" does. If it contains melo-
drama, it is psychological melo-
drama and is never used to whip 
up interest which holds the spec-
tator from the first to the very 
last word. The third novelist, 
Alfred Hayes, has dramatized his 
novel, "The Girl on the Via Fla-
minia." This story of conquering 
heroes who are more human 
than heroic, of a lonely Ameri-
can soldier in Italy and a hungry 
Italian girl looks like an obvious 
cliche, but Mr. Hayes has writ-
ten an absorbing, compassionate 
drama with a touch of poetry. It 
does not bog down in trite ro-
mance, as it so easily could have 
done, but gives an almost de-
tached picture of a war-torn 
country, of desires and disen-
chantments which devour its 
people. 
Another newcomer was Leslie 
Stevens, who wrote a strange, 
ballad-like drama, called "Bull-
fight." It is the story of two 
brothers and their enmity; in 
fact, it IS the story of two 
worlds, one rooted in the tradi-
tion of the Mexican village, the 
other m the cynicism of the 
gringos. It shows the contempt 
of the aristocrat for the peon and 
his primitive beliefs of yester-
year. Although this play is a far 
cry from Lorca's p ow e r f u l 
dramas which are saturated with 
sensuousness and earth-bound 
poetry, it makes skilful use of 
much folkloristic color, of dance, 
· music and poetry to heighten its 
effect. Another kind of poetry 
can be found in Jane Bowles' 
"In the Summer House" which 
impressed me as a series of New 
Yorker short-stories written about 
one fascinating character who 
gets involved with her own past 
and present and everyone who 
happens to cross her path. These 
stories are dissolved in dialogues, 
and more often monologues 
(even when the characters speak 
to each other), and carry with 
them an odor of catastrophic in-
escapability. Psychologic probing, 
symbolism and imagery are 
thrown against a background · 
which seems to be painted in the. 
sunset colors of an eerie red. The . 
play contains the tragedy of 
many tragedies: the fight for il-
lusions, utter resignations, ·a 
morbid world of psychoses con-
trasted by virile vitality that has 
an animalistic character and 
lives- significantly - beyond the 
border. An interesting play of 
keen intelligence, though not 
quite even and satisfactory. 
"The Remarkable Mr. Penny-
packer" by Liam O'Brien is a 
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farcical comedy that goes a long 
way with . a small . idea. It may 
hav€ little to say, but says every-
titling that can be said about its 
topic, which is bigamy, and says 
it in the funniest possible way. 
O'Brien has great dramatic skill, 
entertaining. his audience as 
soon as he gets his exposition out 
o£ the way. He undoubtedly has 
wit, but where he tries to step 
into Shavian shoes one notices 
that they are too big for him. 
If ·he could match his theatrical 
knowhow with weightier topics, 
he could easily become the badly 
needed comedy . writer o£ higher 
calibre. 
Robert Anderson, who wrote 
"Tea and Sytnpathy", touched on 
a· serious subject, homosexuality, 
or actually brought to life how 
S\tspition can drive- a sensitive, 
artistically inclined boy into be-
lieving that he is different. The 
-tilay . is · about the arising sus-
pic;ion in a college, about open 
and latent feelings for the same 
sex and . the fight against this 
stigma. In -- comparison to Gide's 
! . 
"The Immoralist" . who calls a. 
spade a spade and deals with this 
human aberration in a mature . 
manner-u n for tun a t e 1 y, it 
shocked the critics into panning: 
it-, Anderson's play is evasive 
and sugar-coated. Its weakness is 
the black-and-white picture of its 
characters and a certain slickness 
in the writing. But it is drama-
turgically well built and evenly 
paced. It leads to a dramatic cli-
max which may be somewhat 
sentimental but can hardly miss. 
Robert Anderson is probably the 
most skilful among the new 
dramatists, but his very skill 
could easily become his down-
fall. 
So far this season has done 
more for the young dramatists 
than many, many seasons before: 
Broadway opened its doors to 
them, or at least to solne of them, 
and gave them the badly needed 
chance to be heard. But with it, 
Broadway gives itself a chance, 
the only chance it has-in order 
to survive. 
~a in . And Rem·em.bering 
. By NoRMAN DIETZ 
He will pour down the rain in 
its season, 
The early rain and the later rain 
in thei1· seasons · · · 
· ·: It was one of those long fall 
rilins that never seemed to stop. 
The gutters were overflowing; 
the dead leaves on the · sidewalk 
made it slippery in spots; the 
wind rattled the branches of the 
trees; and I felt the cold . tattoo 
of the rain drops on my face as 
I sloshed along from puddle to 
puddle on my way honie from 
the offices for half an hour of 
supper and thirty minutes away 
from the ever-pressing legal en-
tanglements of Martinsville's 
ever-wayward citizenry. 
It. must have been that slip-
pery, windy wetness of the dusk 
that reminded me of him, be-
ca.use for the first time in years 
he came to mind again (I 
thought I saw his car go down 
the street), the little man in the 
horn-rimmed glasses and the 
leather jacket with his old-model 
Ford; I remembered the night of 
the rain. 
He had stopped his Ford that 
night and picked me up, an un-
nmbrellaed hitch-hiker of four-
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teen autumns, wet and shivering 
after an hour in the downpour 
alone on some deser.ted and now 
long forgotten highway in ~h~ 
Middlewest, where I . found my7 
self that wet November evening 
so many years ago en route frc;>m 
Graham Hall, a boarding schoo~ 
in Indiana, to the plank house 
here in South Missouri where .my 
father lived alone then. 
He said he wasn't the kind of 
guy to pass up a hitch-hiker on 
a night · like that, even if I was 
getting . the seat all wet. . • 
To my comment on the day's 
weather · he merely grunted; I 
supposed that meant he agreed1 
Outside of that he said 
nothing. He . was a quiet man, 
and we rode on in silence for 
some time. 
The approaching headlight re-
flected in bleary patches of light 
on the wet slippery pavetnent. 
Click, clack, click, clack kept 
up the windshield wipers. 
I decided to doze · off. : I 
But I was prevented; the car 
swerved suddenly · to the right 
and we almost went· off the toad. 
I looked over at the driver. · 
"Sorry, kid," ·he ·mumbled 
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apologetically. "I guess I musta 
dozed off for a minute. I'm 
sorry. Kinda played out, I guess. · 
But it won't happen again. It 
ain't never happened before. I 
can't understand ... " 
. "That's all right," I answered. 
·But I vowed never again to close 
my eyes while he was driving. 
· 'Tm a safe driver, honest!" he 
kept on. "I been drivin' busses 
twenty 'years now. That's the first 
time I conked out. And that's 
·bad, I know-especially when 
-you got other people's lives de-
pending on · what you do. Big 
responsibility. That's the first 
thing they told us at the com-
pany. And I ain't forgot it!" 
I said I was sure he hadn't. 
. "But I ain't had much sleep 
lately.'' he went on. "Sometimes 
-well, you just can't sleep. And 
when you do, it don't do no good 
anyway!" He paused. "Aw life is 
a mess!" 
I asked him what was the mat-
-ter. When I heard, I was sorry 
I had asked. 
"Three weeks ago my two 
·kids was ridin' on a motorcycle. 
They come smack up against a 
trailer truck-head on. The one 
was killed right away. The other 
lived a week, in a coma, and 
then he passed away." 
A car splashed by in the op-
.posite direction and sent a spray 
of muddy water. thudding against 
the windows on his side of the 
old Ford. 
"They were all I had," he 
said, wiping his nose with the 
back of his hand . 
And he bit his lower lip. 
I wanted to comfort him, but 
I could bring myself to say 
nothing. 
· The silence was overwhelming. 
Click, clack, click, clack. 
"Damn!" he muttered. 
Then more stillness, until he 
spoke again: "Kinda makes you 
wonder-what's it all about!" 
I looked up at him for the first 
time since we'd gone off the 
road. In the pale glare from the 
oncoming traffic his face was 
small, deeply-lined, and sad . 
Behind the horn-rimmed glasses 
his eyes looked old, older and 
more tired than the rest of him, 
I thought. They had seen too 
much, and now they were glist-
ening in the corners where the 
tears start. 
A surge of pity beyond any-
thing I remember ever having 
felt before ran through me and 
shook my whole body, and I 
tried again to speak. I searched 
for words. 
My fingernails dug into my 
palms. 
I wanted to talk to him. More 
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right then, I felt, I wanted to 
find the words to say to show 
him that I cared, to show him 
that it made a difference to me 
that he was a little man in a 
leather jacket who couldn't seem 
to r.un away from his thoughts, 
show him that I wanted to help 
~1im if I could. 1 wanted to see 
his face soften and grow bright 
and have him thank me and say 
it was nice to know that and to 
know I cared enough to tell him. 
But I must . have been afraid 
he would laugh or be angry. 
Maybe I didn't really /mow any-
thing to say ~o him, because the 
words I wanted to t~ll him 
wouldn't come. And I could only 
look at him and feel . the pity 
and the fear I felt at war inside 
me. 
So I stopped looking at him. 
.But it didn't help. After a 
moment I changed my position; 
then I cracked my . knuckles and 
tried to think how funny it was 
that knuckles cracked. 
"Yeah," I said finally without 
looking at him, "life is a mess." 
After a few more miles, I 
stood, tears streaming down my 
cheeks, watching his tail-lights 
disappear in the distance. Then 
I walked off into the rain. I felt 
as though I were going to be 
sick to my stomach. 
For some time afterward I re-
! 
membered him. The days ai 
home which followed were dark, 
wet and windy; and I thought dl 
him often, sometimes daily, 
walking by myself in the rain or 
lying sleepless on my bed at 
night, wondering what had be-
come of him and whether he was 
still driving his bus and his Ford 
and whether his jacket still 
smelled leathery and damp. 
I felt ill and depressed at the 
thought of him; I prayed that 1 
might see him just ·· ·once more 
and show him that I cared, 
asked another chance · to talk to 
him and help him if 1 could 
(one night I even thought of 
going back to find him). 
But I never did. Something 
happened one of those nights, 
and I never . did. The weather 
changed, I suppose; the clouds 
scattered, the sun broke through, 
and his memory disappeared 
with the rain drops on th~ grass 
and the . puddles in th,~ · walk: 
I never saw him· again. I wen~ 
back to school and never even 
thought of him ·again until co, 
day. It all became part of th~ 
dream. 
Then this afternoon I re-
membered him in the rain.- It 
was one of those long fall rains 
that never seemed to stop. 
It was the Lord Christ, 
weeping. 
l etters From A 
Young Church --Ill 
By W ALTER RIESS 
HOMECOMING 
· Above my desk in the parson-
age there is a simple plaster 
crucifix, lit underneath by a tiny 
chrome light originally designed 
for attachment to a book. We 
have a custom-my wife and 
three-month-old daughter and I 
-of leaving this bulb burning 
-through day and night. We have 
found that the cross and its 
shadows serve to wann our 
home. 
· But recently, and after much 
use, the lamp under our cross 
burned out. That happened last 
week, and the incident caused us 
no little concern. At first we 
thought the matter easy to ad-
j1,lst. My wife took the burned 
out bulb to the local hardware. 
But, alas, they had no fixture 
of that particular size. A day 
later I drove into Ann Arbor to 
the Edison Company. No success 
there, either. 
So, for five days, we had to do 
without our lit crucifix. I may 
be a sentimental duffer, but it did 
seem to me that the wall before 
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my desk looked particularly 
bare when I glanced up from the 
typewriter and the half-finished 
sermon. And we soon learned, 
when we arose with the baby's 
crying in the middle of the 
night, that regular ceiling lights 
cast a sharpness and a glare. Our 
eyes were blinded by the sudden 
outpouring of watts, and we 
knew we simply had to get our 
cross fixed somehow. 
Well, the little woman solved 
the problem herself with an off-
chance visit to a lamp shop on 
one of the side streets of the 
town, where she spied the right 
bulbs and immediately bought 
three of them-enough to keep 
the crucifix lighted for months 
ahead. 
It was quite an experience to 
set the bulb in place and turn 
the knob on the socket. And 
then to see the cross glow again, 
as if some bright holiness had 
come upon it. We were home 
again, home and at rest, and 
there was a comfort here which 
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understand, but only relate. 
You, perhaps, are aware of the 
sensation. Like lying down on 
the sands of a beach under 
cloudy skies, then shutting your 
eyes, then-sudden as an instant 
-feeling the round warm heat of 
the sun upon you. And sensing 
the sands growing warm all 
about your body. 
The cross and its light bulb, 
we well realize, are mechanical 
means to induce a spiritual 
awareness. But we are content, 
because we have these means, to 
employ them and be happy with 
them. There may come a time 
when the lighted cross over the 
study desk signifies nothing to 
us, when its beginning fascina· 
tion fades and grows tawdry. 
But, for now at least, we need 
the home-fashioned crucifix to 
help us gather ourselves to Him 
in moments of weakness. 
Come to think of it, others 
close about us have experienced 
like feelings over a similar cross. 
Three Finnish Lutheran families, 
formerly from Northern Michi-
gan, walked into our chapel two 
Sundays ago for a visit. They no-
ticed our straight wooden cross 
before the maroon chancel 
drapes, and the light behind the 
cross. They listened to a sermon 
about Jesus. Before they left, 
that morning, they expressed a 
wish to join the church m a 
group, because, as they said, they 
felt at home with us. They had 
not expected to find the cross in. 
our neighborhood, and had al-. 
most given up looking for it. 
It is a good thing, naturally,· 
for a mission pastor to perceive• 
the power of the Gospel of Jesus 
Christ, . and to perceive that this 
Gospel carries a tremendous im-
pact wherever it is spoken and. 
heard. So often 01.1r modern 
church techniques and material~. 
omit consideration of the funda~ 
mental and First Miracle-the 
miracle of homecoming. When 
a soul finds its Savior, there is a 
warmth and a comfort not un-
like the glow which our desk 
cross beams into the corners of 
the study. Despite, then, all our 
stammering in the pulpits and 
our forgetfulness of faces and' 
our downright blunders in coun-
cil meetings, something is done~ 
to hearts which come to see the 
cross, and that alone, for just, 
one critical second. 
This perception of the First 
Miracle makes the ministry-
especially of the small · church-
bearable and even, m some• 
cases, successful. A pastor can 
learn patience through it, and· 
understanding of the will of' 
God. And these two gifts should.' 
be enough to carry any man of 
the cloth through whatever· dis-
appointments may come. Of 
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coutse, there are seasons when 
any detgyman will woefully be-
moan his failure in a parish. But 
ir-is at precisely such a time that 
a plaster cross and its cheap 
b1,1lb can mean most, and can 
help - the poorer . of us to return 
to our First Miracle. · 
it is pleasant to sit at the desk 
: after a day of calling, to sense 
t)l.e infinite presence of the 
Christ amid the clutter of all 
thjngs temporal, to forget the 
flu~tered preacher who said 
wrong 'words to · Mrs. Linten-
bautn, and to remember that 
God's c ·ospel still hammers at 
souls who seem blunt and 
dulled. This is, we think, the 
s'trongesi: comfort of all the min-
istry-and comfort enough to re-
pay for lack of wealth and what-
ever other di'sadvantages accom-
p'any the ministry of the Church. 
There is always the good feeling 
that we have used the cross, and 
have witnessed to it before our 
acquaintances. No one could 
wish to do more. 
. My wife and I are not very 
.poli~hed poets, but we did 
manage, the other night, to 
write some lines about our re-
lighted plaster cross. The words 
giv~ .a small motion to our 
feeling: 
This dream- .this much- is 
ours:. 
To have a cross before us, and 
a light breathing 
Its shadows under holy Feet, 
and a night 
In which to think, and 
memorize 
The silent epitaphs of Calvary, 
riddles 
Of grandiose simplicity: the 
blood, the life 
Done there for us. We want 
not song, 
But thought· and memory, and 
a prayer 
Unspoken and yet eloquent. 
In the chapel, down the gravel. 
road, · 
There is a pulpit empty, and 
an altar candle 
Burned low in worship. We 
have spoken there 
Words which now, short hours 
past, seem cold 
And dead like frozen rain. 
There the cross, 
Graven upon the pulpit cloth, 
stands in pure darkness. 
But the throb of it 
Reaches even now into our 
veins . 
Here is a love for us, 
Here is a memory. 
The end of the story and 
poem, as you see, is not yet fully 
written. We attended the funeral 
of an old pastor in Saline yester-
day, and thought we read .the 
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were wrong. Where can anyone 
place a finis to the spiritual 
dreams under the Feet of the 
cross? For the lamp burns on, 
and the cross is forever alive. 
AN OLDMAN, 
AND TIRED 
The telephone call came from 
Detroit on a Monday. There was 
an old man ill with pneumonia 
in a hospital near my chapel. 
Yes, I had met him before; but 
I probably wouldn't remember 
him. He had been tired years 
ago, not very outspoken. An old 
man, a tired man. Would I call 
on him? Of course. I would try. 
At the University Hospital, 
Doctor Selkirk was busy. Very 
busy. Standing in the smoothly 
washed halls, one foot behind 
the other, relaxed, confident, 
talking to a nurse. I waited. He 
turned. Oh, Mr. Zeller? Certain-
ly, 7 A. A wm·d. He has pneu-
monia, you know. Lobar. What? 
I think we'll manage to pull him 
out of that, but the1·e's a heart 
condition. A hem·t condition . ... 
Doctor Selkirk shakes his head, 
his expression even and pleasant. 
Clicking heels along the pol-
ished corridor. A smiling nurse's 
aide. Would I like to be shown 
to Mr. Zeller? Doctor Selkirk's 
voice. I would. Clicking heels 
again. Whispers that echo down 
the hallway. The rattle of ele-
vator gates. Smell of ether. Color 
of white and off-white, clean and 
shiny. Excellent hospital, I had 
been told. But I never quite 
came to believe it. Something is 
wrong in a hospital when you 
can't see, feel, or hear a mite of 
the suffering you know is there. 
Something is too machine-like, 
efficient, to be natural. It's as if 
we're burying our sick before 
they die, hiding their tragedies 
from our senses. Or maybe I'm 
guessing things. Maybe there is 
no pain here .... 
The nurse's aide opens a door, 
marked 7 A. She moves from bed 
to bed, looking at the charts. 
She wouldn't recognize Mr. Zel-
ler by face. Charts will tell, al-
ways. I wait by the door. The 
aide returns. I'm so1·ry, there 
must be some mistake on the 
1·ecords. Mr. Zeller ... Mr. Zeller. 
Let me see. I'm su1·e it was room 
7A! 
Heels clicking rhythmically 
back to the central desk. Mr. 
Zeller'! Oh, moved to 2E. An-
other ward, that's right. We'll 
find him; smiling. 
This time a stretcher case rolls 
down the hallway, brushing me. 
A woman lying still. Her eyes, 
impassive, consume the sur-
rounding glistening walls and 
steel furniture. No pain. No suf-
34 THE CRESSET 
fering. Still, Mr. Zeller. ; . I fol-
low the heels, without watching 
them; without thinking any-
thing. A call on a stranger. An 
old man, tired. 
I could remember a certain 
Zeller coming up to me after my 
vicarage sermons. A hand made 
strong on the farm. Husky 
shoulders, slumped. Embarrassed 
voice, hesitant. He had been 
tired, even then. The telephone 
was right. But I couldn't re-
member the face, the way he 
looked. Years had passed. 
Room 2E. No noises, not even 
the creaking of the beds. The 
nurse's aide clicks from chart to 
chart. She motions. This is Mr. 
Zelle1-. This bed. I lift my eyes 
to an oxygen tank, a tube, tape 
running over the tube to hold 
it to a face. A mound of strength 
lying fallow under sheets and 
blankets. Mr. Zeller. Powdery 
white hair and a red counten-
ance on a pillow. 
He is awake. Do you remember 
me? He nods, uncertainly. Then, 
a brightening. He tries to speak. 
Word follows word in desperate 
failure. Phlegm and coughing, 
and weakness. My angina, he 
begs. I cannot talk always. Don't 
tTy, I say. Don't try. I'll talk. 
I place my hand on his, which 
lies beside him over the white 
sheet. The room temperature 
must be nearly 80 degrees. But 
the hand I touch is cool. A hand 
ribbed with blue veins and spot-
ted with remnants of callouses. 
A hand, and a face so kind it 
would give away the world. A 
strong man, once. I talk. I tell 
him that his people in Detroit 
are thinking of him, that they'll 
come soon. I speak of the city 
church where I met him, and he 
nods. His eyelids falter. The 
oxygen tube contiimes its work 
without prompting. But I run 
out of talk. I stop, still holding 
the huge hand, still not thinking 
rightly. There is nothing to say. 
Mr. Zeller seems content with 
the silence. He lies still, and the 
only sound is his breathing. Are 
you in pain? He shakes his head. 
No pain. 
So they are right, the corri-
dors, the doctors, the steel rail-
ings. There is no pain here. The 
place is too well run for that. 
We will cu1·e his pneumonia. 
The overwhelming confidence of 
the doctor, the nurses, the corri-
dors, makes me wonder why I'm 
here-a little out of date. A cen-
tury or two. 
Mr. Zeller still nods to my 
remarks. But the head is weaken-
ing. The body is tired. No air 
stirs in the room. A man in the 
bed next to Mr. Zeller's rustles 
about, then lies still. Mr. · Zeller, 
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· The words rebound from a 
hundred other calls. Mr. Zelle~·, 
would you like to pray with me1 
He doesn't hear, at first. I wait. 
His body stirs under the sheet. 
Yes, he answers. Yes. 
There, in the white room, a 
prayer dark with years of time. 
Simple collect for the presence of 
Christ. Outside, the clicking of 
nurse's heels, the complacent 
judgments of the physicians. In-
side, here, in room 2E, a psalm 
dusty with repetitions and ripe 
with mystery. No tangible heal-
ing qualities. Nothing but an 
old, tired man mumbling with a 
pastor, or one who tries to be 
~hat. The oxygen tank is barely 
audible. Mr. Zeller's lips con-
tinue to move after the last word 
of the prayer. 
I will call on you every day, I 
say. Every afternoon. You aren't 
alone. The Lord is with you al-
ways . . Comforts as crinkly as 
psalms on India paper. Assur-
ances buried eons below the 
latest manuscripts on ward work 
for doctors. I am fighting things 
Mr. Zeller knows are there. I see 
his lips still moving. He is still 
praying. I rise from the wooden 
chair to leave. Mr. Zeller notices 
the movement, and a smile is 
suddenly there. He looks tired, 
and old. 
But his hand lifts to take 
mine, and I can see that he 
knows I will come. Even though 
I dread to fight it again-this 
masterpiece of shiny thing. I 
have only my prayers. The doc-
tors have their machines. Their 
porcelain tables. Their creased 
slacks and their knives made in 
Germany. Their poised whispers 
in the washed corridors. But I 
will come, because I know it 
must be fought. Whatever it is I 
fear and hate here. 
I walk to the elevator and wait 
for the clanging of the gates. I 
feel I would rather walk the 
flight of stairs down. But before 
I can t;.:ke LWO steps, the voice 
calls down the hallway: Down 
si1·? 
I look into Mr. Zeller's room. 
I think his lips still move. Down, 
sir? The voice is urgent, now. I 
step into the elevator, obeying, 




From the stone pier at Kings-
ville, Canada, the fishermen go 
slowly into the waters to search 
out the elusive, gleaming fish. 
They are poor men. They 
work from square, ugly barges 
which hunger for repainting, 
creaking tiredly as they move 
from the pier. When the boats 
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return at night, the fishermen 
can be heard whistling hollowly 
as they bring in their nets for 
drying. 
People on the pier group in 
the semi-darkness to watch them, 
and you can see in some of the 
eyes a masked touch of sadness. 
For the fishermen are heroes 
to many of the watchers, who 
have dreamed of living on the 
water. But those who have suc-
ceeded in the free life come back 
at night as worn and hopeless as 
the slavers in the canning fac-
tory a mile farther on the road. 
Standing there and watching, 
you suddenly become aware that 
even the Lake is not guiltless of 
the great sin of felling a man's 
spirit. 
And when you speak to these 
fishermen on Sunday, in their 
faded white chapel, you taste 
their defeat and feel their dis-
appointment. When you talk of 
Christian freedom, they look up 
toward you with hazy, un-
challenged eyes. They would not 
deny your words; they merely 
refuse to hear them. 
You can only reach them if 
you talk of the one spirit they 
have learned to love and fear. 
So you tell them of the waters 
of Galilee, and of Christ walking 
them, and you trust you have 
conveyed a message full of 
wonder. 
Then, if you are fortunate, 
you may glimpse the courage 
which used to be in the men who 
sit before you. You can see the 
alive young boys daring to take 
a life from the unpredictable 
fortunes of the Lake. 
The tragedy of the Kingsville 
pulpit ts that your hope soon 
fades. Fishermen have lived too 
long with the frailties of nature 
to believe in anything for very 
long. They all confess God, but 
God is to them as changeable as 
a south wind. God is to be feared 
like the storm. He IS not a 
friend but a tide. 
And though God once walked 
the waters, there is no promise 
that Peter shall ever follow Him. 
You try to tell them that the 
lovers of God can receive faith 
to defy the elements, to keep 
heart despite the shifting winds. 
But the fishermen have it hard 
to ·listen and believe. They have 
seen Christians die in the soft 
and rolling jaws of the waves. 
Kingsville ts made of men 
with burnt faces and net-cut 
hands. And in Kingsville there 
ts little room for a preacher 
such as you, who talk of victory 
without sharing the primary fear 
of weather and sun and star. 
You are a stranger with a foreign 
message. 
So you must be content only to 
observe their doings at sundown, 
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when they tie. You stand at the 
extreme end of the pier and hear 
the low moan of the ships as 
they draw in. You see the red 
faces and smell the smell of 
sweat filmed with lake water. 
And then, more sharply, you feel 
the pain of one who cannot 
touch his fellows when they need 
him most. 
You have, of course, advised 
yourself not to let this loneliness 
bother you, but it does. It is 
never good for a man to feel out 
of place, and yet you must 
among the fishermen. For you 
are not Christ, and only He 
would conquer the Lake, the 
wind, the storm, and the men 
who work with them-or in spite 
of them. 
And yet, your duty is not to 
win the fishermen, but simply 
to confront them with the criti-
cal choice of God or Fate. 
Whether your preaching gains 
or loses matters little. But your 
business is always to tell them, 
and continue telling them, of the 
way God is, and who He is. 
And perhaps they will finally 
fear you as they fear the Lake 
because of the angular choice 
you put before them. Or to 
avoid that choice they might 
make you their whipping pole. 
And you must not let either 
answer hurt. You are only to 
abide by your message. 
The water at night is still and 
calm. To the fishermen, you 
must appear capable of too much 
disturbance as you stand on the 
pier, like an alarm clock on the 
brink of sounding. Well, such is 
the curse of being a minister. 
Because silence is most often his 
most discrete failure, he dare not 
keep still. Words are your 
weapons, your shield, and your 
total meaning to those about 
you. 
And if the fishermen will not 
hear you, speak to the people 
who are near you on the pier. 
And perhaps, if you talk long 
enough and patiently enough, 
even the net-minders of Kings-
ville will listen. 
But your prayer is not for 
that. You beg only to have 
courage to go on telling. And to 
let your success rest into etern-
ity with the Lord of the Lake 





. One · of my readers-'-a preacher 
named Meier from upper Michi-
gan-sent me a book called "The 
Screwtape Letters" for Christ-
mas and I finally got around to 
reading it last night. It's really 
screwy all right. The fellow that 
wrote it makes out like he has 
got ahold of some correspond-
ence between a senior devil and 
a young tempter who is out on 
his first job. This young tempter 
is working on . some English guy 
and there is a lot of advice from 
the old devil about how to get 
this English guy off the straight· 
and-narrow. But the story never 
really gets going. First thing you 
know, this English guy is dead 
and that's the end of the book. 
Do you happen to know whether 
there is another volume or is this. 
really the whole story? 
You've probably read the book 
so I would be interested to hear 
what you think about it. It sorta 
strikes me that the author must 
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be a little bit peculiar. He's sure 
a nut on religion, anyway. It 
says on the front page that he 
is a teacher at some English col-
lege, so I guess it isn't surpris-
ing that he's the way he is. · With 
all due respect for you teachers, 
you don't get around enough · t<> 
know what life is really like and 
maybe that's why you keep com· 
ing up with these ideas that 
sound so logical on paper but 
just don't work out in real life. 
Myself, I like that advice in 
the Bible about having a place 
for everything and keeping 
everything in its place. That is 
just another way, it seems to me, 
of saying that we ought to live a 
balanced life. There ought to be 
a place in my life for work, a 
place for recreation, a place for 
worship, a place for exercise, and 
a place for sleeping. There are 
times when I ought to be tough, 
times when I ought to be easy-
going, times when I ought to be 
doing for others, and times when 
I ought to be looking out 'for 
myself. 
This fellow Lewis almost 
seems to be saying that every-
thing we do or even think · has 
some kind of religious signifi-
cance. That's silly, of course. 
Probably half of the things I do 
every day couldn't possible have 
any connection with religion-







and playing golf and washing 
my car and wating on customers 
at the store. Did you ever try to 
pray while some tight-fisted, pig-
headed farmer · was trying to 
jew you out of your mark-up on 
a combine? It's hard enough just 
to keep from swearing, let alone 
praying. 
Still and all, the book has a 
few really funny spots. I just 
couldn't help reading my wife 
the description of the guy that 
was being tempted's mother. She 
had some failings that most 
women would have to admit to 
if they were really honest and I 
think that one reason why my 
wife got sorta hot under the 
collar was that she realized that 
some of the description fit her 
to aT. 
But speaking of books, the one 
you really ought to read if you 
are interested in down-to-earth 
religion is this one by T. Rom-
ney Beall called "Putting God to 
Work for You". There is real 
writing and everything he says 
has real practical value. 
Beall's whole point is that 
prayer is like one of those big 
machines they use in atomic 
energy plants to start off chain 
reactions. The trick is to learn 
how to operate the machine. He 
puts down seven steps in the 
operation of the prayer machine 
and then, for each step, he gives 
three ways of checking on 
whether that particular step has 
been performed correctly. 
I thought you might be in-
terested in the steps, so here 
they are: 
1. Know what you REALLY 
want. 
2. Want what you REALLY 
WANT more than anything 
else. 
3. KEEP ASKING until you 
get it. 
4. Never take No for an 
answer. 
5. PRAY ON THE RUN-go 
after what you want while 
you're asking for it. 
6. DON'T LET THE UNI-
VERSE GET YOU DOWN. 
(I don't quite understand 
this one.) 
7. TURN OFF THE MA-
CHINE when the job is 
done-prayer energy, like 
any other kind of . energy, 
has to be conserved for 
maximum efficiency. 
I'm sending you a copy of the 
book, in case you haven't seen 
it. Pass it on to 0. P. when 
you're done with it. He might 
get some good sermon material 
out of it. 
Sincerely, 
G. G. 
~and ,MUSIC MAKERS 
By WALTER A. HANSEN 
For years I have been an 
ardent admirer of the sterling 
artistry of Antal Dorati, who has 
been conductor of the excellent 
Minneapolis Symphony Orches-
tra since 1949. 
Dorati was a young but ex-
ceedingly skillful conductor of 
ballet when I wrote about him 
for the first time. I have a vivid 
recollection of the incisiveness, 
the m e t ic u 1 o u s care, the 
thorough-going musicianship, 
and the gripping effectiveness 
which he revealed in this pictur· 
esque and exacting field. Since 
those days I have reviewed many 
recordings that give proof in 
abundance of Dorati's outstand-
ing ability. In addition, I have 
had the pleasure of interviewing 
the eminent conductor on more 
than one occasion. 
I saw, and talked with, Dorati 
a few weeks ago. It was during 
the intermission at a concert 
presented by the Minneapolis 
Symphony Orchestra, one of the 
finest organizations of its kind 
in our land. 
But before I tell you some-
thing about this interview, I 
must point out that the name 
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Antal Dorati, Master-Conductm· 
Dorati should not, as is habitu-
ally done in our country, be ac· 
cented on the second syllable. 
The accent must be on the first 
syllable-the third from the end. 
Dorati, you see, is a Hungarian 
name. "Nearly everyone puts the 
accent on the second syllable," 
the eminent Hungarian-born 
maestro said to me. "I have be-
come used to it. But it is wrong." 
This reminds me of the time 
when a flock of my friends ac· 
cused me of making a serious 
mistake when I accented Josef 
Szigeti's name on the first syl· 
lable instead of on the second. 
"Let's get the truth out of the 
horse's mouth, so to speak," I 
told them. Whereupon we re· 
paired to the greenroom. "How 
should your name be pro-
nounced?" I asked the famous 
master of the violin. "The accent 
must be on the first syllable," 
replied Szigeti. Nevertheless, his 
name is usually mispronounced 
in the United States-even by 
radio commentators, who should 
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Dorati had just conducted 
Ludwig van Beethoven's Sym-
phony No.7, in A Major, Op. 92 
when I interviewed him a few 
weeks ago. He was perspiring. 
He was keyed up. He had hurled 
his " ·hole being into the reading 
of the monumental symphony. I 
hesitated before asking to see 
him. But the u n r e 1 e n t i n g 
tyranny of an · after-the-concert 
deadline gave me the boldnes~ to 
go to the greenroom. 
The noted conductor was 
gracious and obliging in every 
way. Although I begged him to 
be seated, he insisted on standing 
during the interview. The smoke 
from my cigarette, he said, did 
not annoy him at all. 
I began the conversation by 
speaking of Dorati's uncommon-
ly graphic exposition of Beet-
hoven's Seventh . "That sym-
phony," I said, "is exceedingly 
difficult to conduct." "0 yes," 
declared Dorati. "Furthermore, 
one never finishes studying it." 
There was no spirit of know-
it-allness in the renowned maes-
tro's attitude toward Beethoven. 
Instead, there was genuine hu-
mility. Dorati declared that one 
never finishes studying the works 
of the mighty creator who gave 
us the wonderful Symphony No. 
7, in A Majm·. Would that every 
conductor had such an attitude! 
Dorati's Reading 
Let me tell you something 
about Dorati's reading of Beet-
hoven's great work. 
Some conductors, addicted 
more to showmanship than to 
truthfulness, have a tendency to 
overdramatize the wonderfully 
constructed first movement of 
Beethoven's Seventh, to make the 
dactylic rhythm in the Allegretto 
shake and wobble like a bowlful 
of jelly, to conduct the Sche1·zo 
as though they were trying to 
break the world's record in the 
hop-skip-and-jump, and to pol-
lute the joyous abandon of the 
Finale with daubings that reek 
to high heaven. 
But Dorati dealt truthfully, 
conscientiously, and soberly with 
the towering masterpiece from 
Beethoven's inspired and hard-
working pen. Naturally, his read-
ing had signs of his own indi-
viduality. But what conductor's 
expositions of great music do not 
have such trade marks? Do we 
want euery performance of every 
work cut over the same last? 
Certainly not. One of the won-
derful things in music is to be 
found in the fact that a per-
formance can be truthful and, at 
the same time, contain clear evi-
dences of its re-creator's indi-
viduality. 
Let me pause for a moment to 
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point out that I consider Dorati's 
reading of Beethoven's Seven th 
truthful even though for the 
Trio of the Scherzo I like a 
somewhat slower tempo than his. 
I base my belief on Beethoven's 
own indication in the score-the 
indication which reads Assai meno 
presto. But I shall not find fault 
with Dorati because of this slight 
disagreement as to tempo. 
I have heard the great Arturo 
Toscanini conduct the Trio at 
breakneck speed, and I am sure 
that conductors do the same 
thing merely because they know 
that Toscanini does it. "Toscan-
ini," they conclude, "is always 
right." 
I yield to no one in my ad-
miration of the peerless Italian 
maestro; but I think that, on the 
basis of the great Beethoven's 
direction, he should revise his 
reading of the Trio in the 
Scherzo of the Seventh. It was 
Bruno ·walter's ideal exposition 
of this particular part of the 
masterpiece which, years ago, 
showed me with overwhelming 
incisiveness t h a t Toscanini's 
tempo was wrong. 
Dorati did slacken the speed 
when he came to the T1·io. But 
there can be honest differences 
of opinion as to the degree of 
slackening. For this reason I still 
contend that Dorati's reading 
was truthful. 
Phillip H. Goepp, by the way, 
wrote of this Trio as 
a sort of idyllic rest in the woods, 
from which we are whirled by a 
sudden shock back to the imper-
sonal froli c of the original Scher;;o, 
with all its romping joy, in full 
career to the end, not without 
several returns to the musing 
revery of this song of the Trio . And 
' ct wi thai there is never a break 
in the relentless, resistless motion, 
intensely rhythmic in all its dis-
guises. 
1 like those words. 
More Proofs of Mastery 
Before conducting Beethoven's 
Sevenlh Dorati had given what, 
to my thinking, \ras an exem-
plary performance of the over-
ture which the sharp-witted Carl 
!\faria von 'Veber wrote [or his 
opera Oberon. 
I know that some writers, 
prompted by a spirit of what 
they call progressiveness, tell us 
that this composition should 
long ago have been consigned to 
the rubbish heap. How can one 
expect them to realize, much less 
to state, that the overture to 
Oberon-like the introductory 
music to the same composer's 
Euryanthe and Der Freischutz.-
contains in each of its measures 
many more evidences of Simon-
pure greymatter than one can 
find behind the mouthings of its 
+ 
' · ,. 
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marvelously "progressive" de-
tractors? 
The overture to Oberon has 
not lost its savor in the course of 
the years. I believe it is here to 
stay. But its drama-packed, deftly 
orchestrated, and grippingly me-
lodious measures require a con-
ductor who, like Dorati, knows 
how to present the work in such 
a way that what it has to say to 
us is neither beclouded nor com-
pletely nullified by an inept 
performance. 
Since Dorati was about to con-
duct a work by Bela Bartok, who 
had been one of his teachers at 
the Budapest Academy, I asked 
him if he was in agreement with 
my own ironclad conviction that 
Bartok was one of music's great 
masters. The answer was an em-
phatic yes. 
"A few years ago," I went on, 
"I wrote that Bartok's Sonata for 
Violin Solo composed in 1944 for 
Yehudi Menuhin, is worthy in 
every way of being mentioned in 
the same breath with the partitas 
and sonatas for solo violin which 
Johann Sebastian Bach wrote 
during his Cothen period. Do 
you think I went too far?" 
"Not at all," said Dorati. 
Then he showed me the score of 
the orchestral suite derived from 
Bartok's ballet Der wunderbare 
Mandarin (The Miraculous 
Mandm·in)-the suite which he 
" ·as about to conduct. He point-
ed to various places in the score 
-places which show with special 
vividness what a great master 
his famous teacher and country-
man was. 
Then we had a brief discus-
sion about the score of Ottorino 
Respighi's The Pines of Rome, 
for the program presented by 
the Minneapolis Symphony Or-
chestra was to be concluded with 
this work. 
I took my leave, and Dorati 
proceeded to the podium to give 
a stirring reading of music writ-
ten by the man whom I consider 
one of the greatest composers of 
recent times. I am referring, as 
you know, to the suite derived 
from The Miraculous Mandarin, 
by Bela Bartok, the mighty Hun-
garian seer who died in New 
York City of leukemia about 
eight and a half years ago-and, 
sad to say, died in pitiful pov-
erty. D o r a t i conducted the 
graphic and color-laden suite 
with complete authoritativeness. 
Bartok was a great master. 
Dorati is one of his prophets. 
The Pines of Rome, by Res-
pighi, who imbued his orchestral 
scores with awe-inspiring sor-
cery of instrumentation rather 
than with profundity of thought, 
brought the program to a close. 
Under Dorati's masterful direc-
tion the orchestra gave a thrill-
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ing performance of this exe1tmg 
composition, which, in the third 
part, calls for a recording of the 
song of a nightingale-a novel 
device of instrumentation which 
prompted the late Lawrence Gil-
man to say that he "resented the 
appearance of a real nightin-
gale's song as we would resent an 
artist's expedient in sticking real 
leaves on a painted tree in a 
landscape." Although I am one 
of Gilman's most enthusiastic ad-
mirers, I consider these words of 
his far more clever than sa-
gacious. 
I have written about the Min-
neapolis Orchestra many times 
during the past quarter-century, 
but I have never heard it play 
with such precision and such 
sumptuousness of tone as it does 




KAPEL-IN MEMORIAM. Partita No. 4, 
in D Minor (without the Gigue, 
. which the artist had not ye t re-
corded), by Johann Sebastian Bach ; 
seven Lamdler, by Franz Peter Schu-
bert; Impromptu in A Flat Major, 
Op. 142, No. 2, by Schubert; Me-
phisto Waltz;, by Franz Liszt-re~ 
corded in 1945; Hungarian Rhap-
sody No. 11, in A Minor, by Franz 
Liszt. William K apell, pianist. -
When Willy lost his life in an air· 
plane crash on October 29, 1953, 
he was well on his way to becoming 
one of the truly great pianists of 
our time. H e had reached hi 
thirty-first birthday on September 
20. His untimely death was a great 
t ragedy. Willy is gone. But his re-
cordings arc, in the words of the 
Roman poet Horace, a monument 
more lasting than bronze. 33 1/3 
rpm. RCA Victor LM-1791. 
P ETER lLYICH TcHAIKOV SKY. Sym-
phony No . 5, in E Minor, Op. 64. 
Leopold Stokowski and his sym-
phony orchestra. - A highly indi-
vidualistic but tonally resplendent 
performance of this ever popular 
work. Since I have long been con· 
vinccd that Tchaikovsky was a 
master of form, I applaud whole-
hearted! )· Stokowski 's e x c e II e n t 
analysis of the Fifth- the analysi ~ 
which is printed on the back of the 
record sleeve. 33 1/ 3 rpm. RCA 
Victor LM-1780. 
RicHARD STRAUSS. Don Quixote : Fan-
tastic Variations on a Knightly 
Theme, Op. 35. The Boston Sym· 
phony Orchestra under Charle~ 
Munch, with Gregor Piatigorsky, 
'cellist; Richard Burgin, violinist ; 
and Joseph de Pasquale, violist. -
A sttrrmg performance of thi£ 
miracle-laden program music. The 
. composer himself set great store by 
Piatigorsky's playing of the import: 
ant part assigned to the 'cello. 
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CHARLES GouNOD. Faust. Presented 
by the Orchestra and Chorus of the 
Theatre National de l'Opera, of 
Paris, under Andre Cluytens, with 
Nicolai Gedda, tenor, as Faust; 
Boris Christoff, basso, as Mephisto-
pheles; Jean Borthayre, baritone, as 
Valentin; Robert Jeantet, baritone, 
as Wagner; Victoria de los Angeles, 
soprano, as Marguerite; Martha An-
gelid, soprano, as Siebel; Solange 
Michel, mezzo-soprano, as Martha. 
-A superb and magnificently re-
corded performance of this opera-
a performance which includes the 
exciting ballet at the beginning of 
the fifth act. Four 33 1/3 rpm. 
discs. Boxed. Libretto in French and 
in English. The opera is sung in 
French-as it always should be. 
RCA Victor LM-6400. 
PETER ILYICH TcHAIKOVSKY. The 
Swan Lake. The Philharmonia Or-
chestra of London under Robert 
Irving. -An excellent reading of 
this fine ballet music. 33 1/3 rpm. 
RCA Victor Bluebird LBC-1064. 
RoBERTA PETERS - YoUNQEST MEM· 
BER OJ! A GREAT TRADITION. With 
the RCA Victor Orchestra under 
Renato Cellini the renowned so-
prano of the Metropolitan Opera 
Association sings, with extraordinary 
beauty of tone and with phenom-
enal agility, arias from Gateano 
Donizetti's Lucia, Vincenzo Bellini's 
I Puritani and La Sonnambula, and 
Donizetti's Linda di Chamounix. 
Then Luisa Tetrazzini sings Io son 
Titania, from Ambroise Thomas' 
Mignon, recorded in England in 
1908. Amelita Galli-Curci is heard 
in Una voce poco fa, from Gioac-
chino Rossini's The .Barber of 
· Seville, recorded in 1927. Finally 
Lily Pons sings the Bell Song, from 
Leo Delibes Lakme. This is a most 
fascinating recording, one which 
everyone interested in the achieve-
ments of great singers will cherish. 
33 1/3 rpm. RCA Victor LM-1786. 
LuowiG VAN BEETHOVEN. Missa So-
lemnis. The Robert Shaw Chorale 
and the NBC Symphony Orchestra, 
under Arturo Toscanini, with Lois 
Marshall, soprano, Nan Merriman, 
mezzo-soprano; E u g e ne Conley, 
tenor, Jerome Hines, basso. -A 
soul-stirring presentation of this 
monumental masterpiece. The im-
pressively designed album cover pre-
sents, through a window, Albrecht 
Durer's brush drawing of the hands 
of an apostle. Two 33 1/3 rpm 
discs. RCA Victor LM-6013. 
GEORGEs BIZET AND CHARLEs Gou-
Noo. Carmen and Faust Symphonic 
Suites. The Radio City Music Hall 
Symphony Orchestra under Ray-
mond Paige. -Many will welcome 
this excellent high-fidelity record-
ing. 45 rpm. extended play. RCA 
Victor ERA-175. 
MAURICE RAVEL. Bolero (abridged). 
GEORGE GERSHWIN. Medley from 
Porgy and Bess. The Boston "Pops" 
Orchestra under Arthur Fiedler. 
-The very thought of abridging 
Ravel's exciting Bolero makes me 
ice red. But this is a good record-
ing. 45 rpm. extended plar. RCA 
Victor ERA-179. 
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SEROEI RACHMANINOFF. Sonata in G 
Minor, for 'Cello and Piano, Op. 19. 
Joseph Schuster, 'cello, and Leonard 
Pennario, pianist. -The two players 
reveal impeccable skill and outstand-
ing artistry in their reading of what, 
in my opinion, is one of Rachman-
inoff's finest compositions. 33 1/3 
rpm. Capitol P-8248. 
ANTONIN DvoRAK AND EDVARD GRIEO. 
My Song Resounds; My Triangle's 
Singing; Silent the Woods; Songs 
My Mother Taught Me; Strum 
Your Fiddle, Gypsy; Vest of Purple 
Linen, and To the Heights of 
Tatra, from Dvorak's Gypsy Songs, 
Op. 55. Death Seems to Many Men 
the Goal; I Walk So Softly; In 
Deepest Forest Shades; and Oh, 
Could Our Love But Lead Us, 
from Dvorak's Love Songs, Op. 83. 
Grieg's Solvejg's Song, On St. John's 
Eve, Tides of Spring, I Love Thee, 
A Dream, Thanks for My Advice, 
A Swan, and Eros. Dorothy Waren-
skjold, soprano, with the Concert 
Arts Orchestra under George 
Greeley. -Artistry of a high quality. 
33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P-8247. 
AARON CoPLAND. Billy the Kid: Bal-
let Suite. WILLIAM ScHUMAN. 
Undertow: Choreographic Episodes 
for Orchestra. The Ballet Theatre 
Orchestra under Joseph Levine. ..:..... 
To my thinking, Billy the Kid is 
one of Copland's best scores. Under-
tow is well-written and thought-
provoking music. The readings are 
excellent; the recording will bring 
joy to the hearts of hi-fi devotees. 
33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P-8238. 
MoDERN FRENCH Musrc. Le Boeuj 
sur le Toit (The Nothing Doing 
Bar), by Darius Milhaud;· Pastorale 
d'Ete, by Arthur Honegger; Three 
Gymnopedies, by Erik Satie; Le 
T ombeau de Couperin, by Maurice 
Ravel. The Concert Arts Orchestra 
under Vladimir· Golschmann. -
Highly praiseworthy perfonnances 
of engrossing music representative of 
the modern French school of writ-
. ing. The Concert Arts Orchestra, 
by the way, is made up of the NBC 
Symphony Orchestra and the Phil-
harmonic-Symphony Orchestra of 
New York. 33 1/3 rpm. Capitol 
P-8244. 
FELIX MENDELSSOHN. Concerto .for 
Violin and Orchestra, in E Minor, 
Op. 64. MAX BRUCH. Concerto for 
Violin and Orchestra, in G Minor, 
Op . . 26. Nathan Milstein, violinist, 
with the Pittsburgh Symphony Or-
chestra under William Steinberg. 
-When a violinist as great as Mil-
stein plays these two frequently re-
corded classics, the world of music 
is agog. It has a right to be, . for 
Mils~ein is a master. 33 1/3 rpm. 
Capitol P-8243. 
GIUSEPPE VERDI. Highlights from II 
Trovatore. Caterina Mancini, so-
prano; Miriam Pirazzini, mezzo-
s o p r a n o ;· Giacomo La uri-Volpi, 
tenor; Carlo Tagliabue, baritone; 
. Alfredo Colella, basso, with ' the 
. orchestra arid the chorus of Radio 
ltal'iana, conducted by Fernando 
Previtali. -Artistry of a high order. 
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GIACO~IO PucciNI. Highlights from 
Tosca. Adriana Guerrini, soprano; 
Gianni Poggi, tenor; Paolo Silveri, 
baritone, with the orchestra and 
chorus of Radio Italiana, Turin, 
under Francesco Molinari-Pradelli. 
- Here, too, the artistry is out-
standing in every way. 33 1/3 
rpm. Capitoi-Cetra A-50 152. 
HIGH FIDELITY CLASSICS IN FULL-
DIMENSIONAL SOUND. A selection 
from Aaron Copland's Billy the Kid, 
played by the Ballet Theatre Or-
chestra under Joseph Levine; Isaac 
Albeniz' Sevilla, played by Leonard 
Pennario, pianist ; Frederick Deli us' 
On Hearing the First Cuckoo in 
Spring, played by the Concert Arts 
Orchestra under Felix Slatkin; a 
portion of the third movement of 
Beethoven's Pastoral Symphony, 
played by the Pittsburgh Symphony 
Orchestra under William Steinberg; 
a selection from H eitor Villa-Lobos' 
Quatuor, presented by the Roger 
Wagner Chorale and Concert Arts 
Ensemble under Roger Wagner; the 
third movement of Dimitri Shosta-
kovich's Quintet for Piano and 
St,ri•ngs, played by the Hollywood 
String Quartet and Victor Aller, 
pianist. -Another exciting adven-
ture in the miraculous domain of 
high fidelity. One specially boxed 
10-inch 33 1/3 rpm. disc., with an 
absorbing booklet written by Charles 
Fowler, editor of High Fidelity 
M aga~ine. Capitol LAL-9024. 
LEs BAXTER. The Passions. Chorus and 
orchestra conducted by Les Baxter, 
with Bas Sheva, who is endowed 
with a voice " whose vivid colora-
tions," as the accompanying booklet 
states, "range from the guttural 
snarl of savagery to a delicate and 
lyric beautY:" The passions depict-
ed in this fascinating composition 
are: Despair, Ecstasy, Hate, Lust, 
Terror, Jealousy, and Joy. This, too, 
is· a recording illustrating to excel-
lent advantage, the wonders of full-
dimensional sound. One specially 
boxed 10-inch 33 1/3 rpm. disc. 
Capitol LAL-486. 
SONGS FoR STRINGS. Yesterdays, Or-
chids in the Moonlight, Bambalina, 
Long Ago (And Far Away), Sum-
mertime, Love Walked In, Little 
Girl Blue, and Dancing on the Ceil-
ing. Members of the Pithburgh 
. . S)mphony Orchestra under Richard 
Jones. -Lush playing of well-
known favorites. 33 1/3 rpm. Capi-
tol L-410. 
JuLES MASSENET. Werther. Orchestra 
and chorus of Radio Italiana, Turin, 
under Francesco Molinari-Pradelli, 
with Ferruccio Tagliavini, tenor, as 
Werther; Pia Tassinari, soprano, as 
Charlotte; Marcello Cortis, bari-
tone, as Albert; Vittoria Neviani, 
soprano, as Sophia; Giuliano Fer-
rein, basso, as the Bailiff; Tommaso 
Soley, tenor, as Schmidt; Pier Luigi 
Latinucci, baritone, as Johann. -
An impressive and superbly recorded 
disc-presentation of the fine opera 
which Massenet based, with some 
changes, on Johann Wolfgang 
Goet.hc's Die Leiden des jungen 
Werther. Three 12-inch 33 1/3 rpm. 
discs with the libretto in French and 
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in English. The work is sung in 
French. Capitol-Cetra C-1245. 
DoNIZETTI ARIAS. Cesare Valletti, 
tenor, with the Symphony Orchestra 
of Radio Italiana and with the as-
sistance of the chorus and Sesto 
Bruscantini, basso, and Aida Noni, 
soprano. -Fine singing by the able 
Italian tenor who has been engaged 
by the Metropolitan Opera Associa-
tion. He presents rxcerpts from The 
Elixir of Love, Daughter of the 
Regiment , and D on Pasquale. 
33 1/3 rpm. Capitol-Cetra A-50154. 
ARIAS FROM THE OPERA. Fcrruccio 
Tagliavini, tenor, with the orchestra 
of Radio Italiana, Turin, under 
Ugo Tansini and Mario Rossi. -
Highly emotional singing by a man 
endowed with a great voice. Signor 
Tagliavini sings arias from Cilea's 
L 'Arlesiana, Puccini's Tasca, Wolf-
Ferrari 's I qttatro rusteghi, Verdi's 
Rigoletto, Giordano's Andrea Che-
nier, Rossini's The Barber of Seville, 
Verdi's Falstaff, Masca.gni's L'Amico 
Frit;:;, and Bellini's La Sonnambula. 
33 1/ 3 rpm. Capitol-C ·tra A-50155. 
OVERTURES FROM THE OPERA. Citl• 
derella and William Tell, by Gioac-
chino Rossini; Th e Force of Destiny, 
King for a Day, and The Battle of 
Legnano, by Giuseppe Verdi. - The 
Symphony Orchestra of Radio 
Italiana, Turin, under Mario Rossi, 
Gino Marinuzzi, Alfredo Simonetta, 
and Fernando Previtali. - Superb 
performances. Have you ever heard 
the overtures to King for a Day 
and The Battle of Legnano? 33 1/3 
rpm. Capitol-Cetra A-5015 I. 
CoNTEMPOR.vw AM E R 1 c A N Music. 
Adagio for Strings, by Samuel 
Barber; Rounds, by David Diamond; 
Quiet City, b>' Aaron Copland; Two 
Choric Dances, by Paul Creston. 
The Concert Arts Orchestra under 
Vladimir Golschmann. -1 thrill to 
Barber's Adagio for Strings, and I 
like Creston's Two Choric Dan ces; 
but the other compositions leave 
me about as cold as a dog's snout. 
Golschmann conducts the fine or-
chestra with much skill. 33 1/3 rpm. 
Capitol W-8245. 
WoLFGA!'G AMADEUS MozART. S)•m-
phony No . 41, in C Major ("Jupi-
ter") (K. 551) and Symphony No. 
35 in D Major ("Haffner") ( K . 
38S ) . The Pittsburgh Symphony 
Orchestra under William Steinb rg. 
- Crystal-clear performanel'S of 
these two great masterpieces. 33 I /3 
rpm. Capitol P-8242. 
A CHILD's LIBRARY OF Mu "!CAL 
M.o\STERPIECES. El Torito: The 
Little Bull, with music adapted 
from Georges Bizet's Carmen . Capi-
tol CASF-3194. Chin Chow and the 
Golden Bird, with music from 
Tchaikovsky's Nutcracker Suit e. 
Also Little Abott, the Camel. Capi-
tol CASF -3193. The Seasons, with 
music adapted from Alexander 
Glazounoff's The Seasons. Capitol 
CASF-3195. Played by the Conti-
nental Symphony Orchestra, with 
Don Wilson as narrator. I heartily 
recommend these discs. 45 rpm. 
They are available on 78 rpm. 
discs. 
'r 
THE NEW BO.OKS 
Unsigned reviews ar6 by the Editors 
RELIGION 
BEYOND ANXIETY 
By James A. Pike (Scribner's, $2.75) 
This book is destined to become a 
modern religious classic. It is a funda-
mental reinterpretation and transla-
tion of the Christian Gospel into the 
language of our day, a language that 
has become sophisticated to the use of 
words like "rationalization," "inhibi-
tion," "defense," and the like. This is 
not one of those placebos which at-
tempts to move a man "beyond 
anxiety" by means of a pep talk, the 
recounting of others' success stories, 
the resort merely to the "power of 
positive thinking." That is to say, this 
is a theological book and attempts to 
give a theologically consistent answer 
to problems of fear, guilt, inhibition, 
frustration, indecision, 1 on e 1 i n e s s, 
death, and despair. Anyone who fol-
lows the argument to the end cannot 
h'elp but be uplifted in his faith and 
improved in skills for what the author 
calls "the practice of the presence of 
God" in his life. 
The author, now Dean of the Epis-
copalian Cathedral of St. John the 
Divine in· New York City, was at one 
time a distinguished lawyer who late 
in life experienced the call to the 
holy ministry and underwent a second 
professional preparation. His book is 
addressed to a double audience, pre-
sumed to be of college-level intellect. 
On the one hand, it is intended to be 
a defense of the Christian faith to 
those who are outside the faith but 
who are honestly seeking for the due 
to the apparent meaninglessness of 
life. On the other hand, it is intended 
to help the conventional Christian 
understand the far-reaching implica-
tions of the divine forgiveness of sins 
for the unconscious and unregenerate 
depths of his being. 
Dean Pike's work, as a fundamental 
translation of the Gospel into psycho-
logical perspectives, should enable 
many Christians to go beyond the 
merely intellectual level of faith and 
onward to a redirection of Christian 
life encompassing emotional dedica-
tion also. It is written in a style rem-
mtscent of C. S. Lewis, witty, fre-
quently given to aphorisms, yet wit-
nessing to a deeply felt faith in his 
Lord on the part of the author. (E.g., 
the religious outsider, upon entering a 
Christian church, is imagined to some-
times feel that this must be "God's 
frozen people.") 
There is not space here to give in 
detail all the fine insights of the 
author. His basic contention, how-
ever, is that man is faced with the 
dilemma of his own self-criticism v. 
self-acceptance. Man must cntlCIZe 
himself realistically in order to meet 
God's and his own standard of justice; 
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on the other hand, man needs to ac-
_cept himself in order to avoid a sense 
of futility and despair. He dare not 
lower the standard by which he is to 
be judged (perfection), but he can-
not on the other hand live up to it 
either. The result is an unresolved 
state of guilt and anxiety, which ex-
presses itself in all sorts of complaints 
and frustrations, and which demands 
some form of escapism. Psychiatry is 
not capable of solving this sort of 
dilemma; neither are the non-Christian 
religions. Only Christianity, in the for-
giveness of man's sins by Almighty 
God in Christ's name and for His 
sake, can reconcile the demand for 
self-criticism with the need for self-
acceptance. The Christian can accept 
himself as he is, because God has ac-
cepted him as he is, has forgiven him. 
Other random insights in this in-
spiring book: On the use of religion 
to ease anxiety, " ... But it is ir-
religious to seek religion in order to 
become whole and healthy." God is 
not something to be used. He is One 
to be adored and served. He is the 
end, not we." On placing trust in false 
idols, "Deep anxiety comes from hav-
ing put our trust in something that is 
ultimately untrustworthy." On vir-
tue, " ... the attainment of humility 
as a virtue automatically defeats itself, 
because then we have something to 
be proud of .... the real opposite of 
pride is gratitude, not humility." On 
Christian service, "A good thing done 
for another which carries with it the 
feeling that we are doing it to do a 
good thing, or 'in order to' reform 
the other, or to receive a response of 
I 
gratitude back, betrays by its very 
timbre the calculatedness in motiva-
tion." On material pleasure, " ... what 
is essentially wrong with lust is not 
that the body is used carnally but that 
the situation is such .... that this par-
ticular use of the body is the imple-
mentation of a wrong spirit .... spirit 
is not better than flesh; the true good 
is spirit and flesh properly integrated, 
sacramentally united." On frustration, 
"Frustration does not come from 
having limitations; it comes from a 
wrong spiritual orientation to one's 
limitations." "If we see ourselves as 
servants of God, meant to be used by 
Him ... then any set of circumstances 
can provide a matrix for meaningful 
action and a sense of significance in 
our daily movements." On the will of 
God, "The best that we can hope to 
do is to be clear about our objectives, 
as pure as possible in our motivations, 
as well informed as possible about our 
facts, and as balanced as possible 
about our judgments-all of which 
adds up to saying that we must act 
according to what we hope is the will 
of God." "When we have a freedom 
of choice .... that a particular thing 
'just <:omes natural' is a strong clue 
to the way in which God would have 
us serve him .... one of the ends of 
creation is the joy of our days." On 
loneliness, " .... it is not coterminus 
with 'being alone'; it is unrelated ness . 
. . . If we meet others where they are 
because God meets us where we are, 
then we are relating ourselves to them 
on the deepest level. .. ". "The most 
profound Christian answer to loneli-
ness, then, is the affirmation of the 
_.. I 
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Creed 'I believe in the Holy Ghost; 
the Holy Catholic Church; the Com-
munion of Saints." On eternity and 
time, "Consciously living in eternity 
in the midst of time makes a difference 
in two ways: first, ... a different norm 
of judgment and evaluation enters the 
picture if we see all things ... in the 
light of eternity; and, second, we enter 
a larger realm of reality, strengthened 
and nourished by the sense of the 
presence of God, the communion of 
saints, and all the spiritual forces 
which are loyal to God." On death, 
"The great difference in the way that 
people die is a sign of the difference in 
the way in which people live. The man 
who in his lifetime is already living 
in eternal Ufe knows Him in Whom 
he trusts . . . accepts himself daily 
through God's accepting grace-such 
a man has died already to those things 
that would keep one in hell, or cabin 
one in with the things which die .. . " 
On routine in worship, "Actually, half-
attention, half-inattention enhances 
the communicability to the depths of 
the key-symbols in familiar material." 
"It is part of our acute 'mentalism' 
bred by the last two centuries of ra-
tionalism that makes us feel guilty if 
we are not following with our con-
scious minds the words and ideas of, 
say, the Psalms." On worship, "These 
are not merely psychological exercises 
-though they arc this; they are met 
on the other side by God's action .... 
The most effective ways of worship 
are those which direct our conscious 
thoughts and mold our unconscious 
impulses so that to our depths we 
have confidence in God's gra.ce and 
are fully receptive to it." 
The book is so replete with new 
spiritual insights that the reader will 
be forced to go back over the material 
again and again. And in doing so, the 
reader may be helped to a point where 
he too may be "beyond anxiety," 
helped by an author who has written 
in the preface: " ... the problems dis-
cussed are real ones-I have ex-
perienced most of them; and the 
answers are real (however inadequate-
ly I may have expressed them), for 
they have been my salvation." 
A MESSAGE FROM GOD 
By Armin C. Oldsen (Concordia, 
$2.00) 
Some preachers preach good, logic-
al, scripturally correct sermons, but 
rarely, if ever, use an illustration from 
life, from literature, or even from the 
Bible, to make clear the point they 
are trying to make. The preaching of 
the Word becomes a closely knit dog-
matic argumentation, but it is drab 
and uninteresting and the listeners are 
fatigued and bored instead of being 
edified and stimulated. 
And then there are preachers whose 
sermons consist almost exclusively of 
quotations, poems, anecdotes, and per-
sonal experiences, the only original 
contributions of the sermonizer being 
the connecting phrases and sentences, 
designed to tie together, often loosely 
and illogically, the great sheaf of il-
lustrations which the preacher has 
garnered from his private collection or 
from books of sermon illustrations. It 
i~ not to be wondered at if the poor 
congregations leave the church over-
whelmed and befuddled, without any 
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clear conception of what their preacher 
had tried to illustrate. 
But, thank God, there are men in 
the pulpit and on the radio who pre" 
sent the fullness of the riches of Christ 
in a · clear, logical and forceful man-
ner, men who brighten their preach-· 
ing with occasional stories and quota-
tions from Biblical and secular sources 
and even use, although very sparingly, 
experiences of their own, all of which 
are really fitting-or shall we use the 
much over-used word "relevant"? In 
this manner the high points of the 
sermon are driven home to the recep-
tive minds of the people in the pew 
or Jiving room. 
This is the homiletic method used 
in Pastor Oldsen's "Message From 
God." The former Lutheran Hour 
speaker has studied the two books 
which a preacher must know above all 
else: The Bible, the Book of God, and 
Human Nature, the Book of Man. 
These sermons are well characterized 
by the title of the book, which is also 
the topic of the first sermon, preached 
when the author ascended the regular 
radio pulpit. They are timely, grip-
ping, uplifting, consoling. Above all, 
Jesus Christ is "evidently set forth", 
crucified among us in these .sermons. 
Those of us who had the privilege to 
sit under the pulpit of Pastor Oldsen 
and who . have heard at least some of 
the . ·sermons on the radio, will, when 
reading them in print, agree with the 
words of Dr. William F. Arndt, who 
says in · the Preface: "These dis-
courses in my opinion deserve to be 
called little literary masterpieces, 
choice specimens of the pulpit orator's 
art.~' The secret of success of these 
sermons lies in the many, but not too 
many, well-chosen illustrations, whether 
it be a description of the followers of 
William Miller preparing for a desig-
nated judgment day in 1843 and 1844, 
or a short poem of a high school girl 
about washing dishes. 
When perusing this volume of 
"Sermons Most Frequently Requested 
During the Nineteenth Year of The 
Lutheran Hour," one cannot but re-
gret that reasons of health made it 
necessary for Pastor Oldsen to re-
linquish his Lutheran Hour pulpit. 
CARL ALBERT GIESELER 
THE CHRISTIAN APPROACH 
TO CULTURE 
By Emile Cailliet (Abingdon-Cokes· 
bury, $3.75). 
Prof. Cailliet, who is well-known as 
an able interpreter of Pascal, has 
turned his far-ranging scholarship to 
an area of vital, present-day concern, 
"Christianity and Culture." He draws 
the discussion into a perspective 
broader than one finds in most recent 
books on the subject. Anthropology, 
ancient as well as modern philosophy, 
science, and theology claim sizable 
sections of the volume. Within these 
areas the author is capable of extract-
ing specific as well as general insights 
from his materials. 
Cailliet is interested in combating 
two betes noires which have ravaged 
-at different times but nonetheless 
successfully-the fields of. Christian 
philosophy: these are Barthian theolo-
gism · with its repudiation of man's 
questing, science, and culture and the 
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Plato and Aristotle, and passed on 
through Augustine and Aquinas to 
Kant and the whole modern philoso-
phical development. In a sense, the 
paradox of the post-Socratic ascription 
of reality to the intelligible, that is, 
to an immutable, self-contained Ab-
-solute, is to be seen most forcefully 
in Scholastic and nco-Scholastic equa-
tion of the (tautological) Pure Act 
<>r pure Being with Moses' God who 
names himself I AM THAT I AM 
(Cf. E. Gilson, God and Philosophy, 
p. 38 ff.). On the other hand, Cail-
liet looks to the process philosophy of 
Whitehead and a relative Deity made 
more theologically available by Charles 
Hartshorne for a new synthesis with 
the personal God of the Bible. 
For the mature reader Dr. Cail-
tiet's book will be most rewarding-
not the least for the profusion of rele-
vant points of view and sources he 
has marshaled. But the very profusion 
is cause for a sense of sharp frustra-
tion for this reviewer in view of the 
diffuse, disintegrating effect of even 
the most pertinent sections. In other 
words, certain aspects of crucial prob-
lems arc given slighting, inadequate 
treatment, or no treatment, e.g., the 
. attitude of the more recent Barth to 
.cultural problems, as in the case of 
the Communist menace; the relevance 
<>f the doctrine of the Church to the 
.conditions of culture, particularly to 
the national cultures in which the 
.churches have proclaimed the Gospel; 
the significance of Christology in any 
Christian approach to culture, especial-
ly in any Lutheran point of view; the 
inadequacies of Hartshorne's process 
philosophy in confrontation with the 
Biblical God who reveals himself-<>r 
with the God of the indomitable Pas-
cal. We appreciate the perspective Dr. 
Cailliet gives to his subject and his 
helpful insights, but his volume is, 
at .least from the theological perspec-
tive in which the question of Chris-
tianity and culture must be viewed, 
a prolegomena rather than "the Chris-
tian approach to culture." 
PROTESTANTISM IN AMERICA 
By Jerald C. Brauer (Westminster, 
$3.50) 
A history of American Protestant-
ism in 300 pages? Impossible! The 
author "seeks to provide. . . a concise 
yet comprehensive account" intelli-
gible to the layman? Fantastic! Yet it 
has been done. Prof. Brauer has writ-
ten a dramatic narrative history which 
possesses the virtues of accuracy, bal-
ance, brevity and readability. Not un-
til now has it been possible to give a 
young person in high school or col-
lege, or an adult layman, one volume 
which will acquaint him in a general 
way with the Protestant heritage in 
America. This book should dominate 
its field, not only because of its fine 
quality, but because it stands alone . 
Strange as it may seem, only ten at-
tempts have been made in the last 300 
years to tell the story of Protestant 
Christianity in America. This present 
effort, number eleven on the list, is 
the . only one couched in a style that a 
layman would care to read. To be 
sure, many scholars still hold that it 
is impossible to tell the story of 
American Protestantism as a move-
ment. They would attempt merely to 
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sketch the history of the separate de-
nominations and sects. T here are no 
general characteristics of any im-
portance, they allege, that Protestant 
churches have in common . 
Prof. Brauer has dared to write a 
popular history of American Protest-
antism as a movement because he 
sees it as marked by two common 
characteristics: 
1. "A constant free experimentation 
and search for a fuller manifes-
tation of God's truth and will." 
2. "A sustained effort to avoid go-
ing beyond the truth and light 
already known in the Bible and 
codified in certain basic beliefs 
and confessions." 
American churches, he asserts, have 
had to face common problems: "such 
as religious liberty, democracy, large 
numbers of unchurched peoples, vast 
expanses of land, the constant influx 
of immigrant peoples, and even such 
a reality as the presence of a large 
number of Protestant Churches within 
any given community." " I n spite of 
all the differences which exist be-
tween Protestant Churches in America 
-and these are profound-they are 
bound together in a single movement 
which gives them a certain character 
not to be found in their European 
brethren. In some cases they possess 
a Biblicism and orthodoxy that far 
outstrips anything to be found in their 
sister European Churches, either in 
intensity or extent. In other cases, 
they exhibit a certain willingness for 
free experimentation in belief and/or 
practice, which likewise is not present 
in their European counter-parts." 
With this frank statement of his 
thesis the author brings pattern and 
direction to the telling of his story. 
His narrative begins with the coming 
of the English to Jamestown in 1607, 
and continues with the settlement of 
New England, the Middle Colonies, 
and the South. The Colonies attain 
religious toleration, and then religious 
freedom. The Churches confront the 
R evolution, new frontiers, the ques-
tion of slavery. Revivalism sweeps in 
waves across the country, new sects 
arise, new wars. Theories of evolution, 
problems of social justice, the Great 
War, the roaring twenties, depression, 
World War II, and the Atomic Age. 
all these march by in swift succession. 
Details are given accurately, but only 
important details are given. 
As the Church faces the future its 
task remains constant, says Prof. 
Brauer: "to preach God's judgment 
against all pretension, pride and mal-
icc, and to preach God's creative, for-
giving love. Only in this way .. (can ) 
modern man have a full understanding 
of his nature and his destiny in an 
age of violent extremes. The Church 
rests secure in the faith that God has 
more truth and light yet to break 
forth from his holy Word." 
It is not surprising that a popular 
history of American Protestantism bas 
been written by an Assistant Professor 
of Church History at one of America's 
leading inter-denominational theolog-
ical schools (the Federated Theolog-
ical Faculty of the University of Chi-
cago). But it is surprising that the 
task had to be performed by a Lu-
theran. Perhaps the balance of 
Brauer's treatment is partly due to his 
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grind, since the Lutheran Church has 
not played a dominant role in the de-




By J. B. Phillips (Macmillan, $1.65) 
The seventy-eight pages of this book 
contain nine broadcast talks dealing, 
as the title implies, with the most 
basic doctrines of the Christian faith. 
The style of the talks is conversational 
and, one sometimes feels, a little hit 
patronizing-although what seems to 
be patronizing may be nothing more 
than an attempt to spell out in very 
simple terms what every Christian 
knows and wrongly supposes that non-
Christians also know. 
Much of the material included in 
these talks has been presented, in bet-
ter form, by Mr. Phillips in other 
books, notably in Making Men Whole 
and in Your God is Too Small. Thus 
the concept of Jesus as God "focused 
down" to understandable dimensions 
is presented in these talks with much 
of the winsomeness, but without the 
valuable preliminaries, of Your God 
is Too Small. 
Aside from this concept, one again 
encounters, in these talks, Mr. Phillips' 
ms1stence upon a "big" God, his 
sound commentaries on the nature of 
sin and the mistake of trying to work 
up false feelings of sinfulness, and his 
illuminating . remarks on the necessity 
of, and significance of, the Atonement. 
An interesting and valuable chapter 
which does not appear elsewhere in 
his works is his chapter on the modern 
translation of the New Testament in 
which he discusses the objectives and 
procedures of a translator. 
By now, Mr. Phillips' position as 
one of the great apologists of our time 
is secure. Like Lewis and others, he 
is an apologist for those basic beliefs 
which are the common heritage of all 
true Christians. His style is easy to 
read and his arguments are persuasive. 
One could only wish that the millions 
who, without ever actually bothering 
to find out what Christianity is all 
about, reject it, would take the short 
hour that would be required for the 
reading of this book. 
FICTION 
SHE CAME TO STAY 
By imone de Beauvoir (World, 
$5.00 ) 
She Came to Stay, a novel un-
worthy of Simone de Beauvoir's talent, 
is a wearisome account of the tangled 
emotions that accompany a love 
triangle. Francoise, a writer who is 
concerned with having an absolute 
conscience, and actor-director Pierre, 
her lover, regard themselves as one 
although they allow each other un-
limited freedom in the pursuit .of 
other love affairs. At Pierre's sugges-
tion Francoise invites her adolescent 
friend, Xaviere, to live in Paris at 
their expense and to share their 
theater and cafe life. They form what 
they think will be a beautiful trio of 
love, not realizing that each conscience 
-so goes the author's theme-seeks to 
annihilate the other. Their curious 
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bond fosters a great deal of jealousy, 
grief, possessiveness, and bitter hatred. 
What eventually happens to the trio 
does not matter very much to the 
reader, principally because Xaviere is 
too weak and improbable a figure to 
justify her power over the minds of 
supposedly intelligent adults. The book 
is translated from the French . 
CARLE NE BARTELT 
THE NAKED RISK 
By Ph yllis Gordon Demarest 
(Doubleday, $3.95) 
In a brochure accompanying this 
true novel. Miss Demarest details how 
it was possible to write the tragic 
story of Abby Sage McFarland only 
after eight years of research through 
old books, letters, and newspapers. 
The events, which took place in 
Civil War days, are completely en-
grossing. Abby finds life with her hus-
band, Daniel McFarland, impossible to 
endure because of his drunkenness, 
jealousy, and inadequate support for 
herself and her two small sons. She 
wants to marry Albert Richardson, 
heroic war correspondent for Horace 
Greeley's Tribune. After three agoniz-
ing years of vilification and suffering 
instigated br McFarland, Abby wins 
a divorce decree. Not content with 
humiliating her and taking their older 
son from her, McFarland finally shoots 
Richardson, causing his death a week 
later. Abby marries him on his death-
bed. 
What follows is almost unreal. At 
McFarland's murder trial the jury de-
cides on acquittal because of tempor-
ary insanity, the first appearance in 
legal history of a plea well-known to-
day. Branded a notorious woman un-
justly, Abby spends the next three 
years of her life in writing her own 
side of the story in books and news-
papers. The public finally sees the in-
justice done Abby and Richardsonp 
and McFarland himself ends his years 
broken in health and spirit because 
of the misery he caused his family. 
No fictional tale could more active!~ 
hold the reader's attention than this 
real drama enacted years ago. Miss 
Demarest claims that no crime case 
in her study of thousands was as 
adaptable to novel form, with its 
"natural suspense and dramatic high-
lights." The author deserves credit 
not only for her years of study and 
work, but for her talent in presenting 
this story in so commanding a style_ 
For the reader who has tired of so 
many novels of artificial characters 
and forced plot, The Naked Risk pre-




By Edward Ellsberg (Dodd, Mead, 
$3.50) 
Standing the mid watch on the 
cruiser, Manhattan, one dark night in 
1909, Ensign Vic Cushing is faced 
with a dilemma. His ship, an out-dated 
one, is on a speed run, and its suc-
cessful completion means additional 
money for some of the crew, pro-
motion for a few of the officers, and 
prestige for all concerned. But the 
ancient engines will not take the gruel-
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speed. His common sense and Navy 
Regulations tell Cushing he must stop 
his engines, but his Chief Engineer 
and his Captain rule otherwise. 
Ensign Cushing makes his decision 
and is court-martialed for it. His trial 
by g<'neral court-martial takes up 
more than half of this novel, and it is 
one of the most dramatic, yet realistic, 
pictures of Naval justice in operation 
to appear in many years. 
The author, Admiral Ellsberg, who 
has had a distinguished career of his 
own in the U. S. Navy, knows his 
ships and the men who man them. 
His book is filled with authentic de-
tail which is entertainingly presented. 
Fortunately, also, he writes fluently 
with a sense for drama that never 
spills over into melodrama. In all, 
Admiral Ellsbcrg has produced a fas-
cinating novel several notches above 
the average . 
THE COUNTRY OF THE POINTED FIRS 
AND OTHER STORIES 
By Sarah Orne J ewett (Doubleday 
Anchor, $.85) 
... This department of the CRESSET 
has mentioned previously its gratifica-
tion to the Doubleday Company for 
the establishment of the reasonably-
priced, paper-bound Anchor Books. 
Many fine books, either out of print or 
difficult to obtain, have now been 
.., madP. available in this inexpensive for-
mat. This tradition has now been 
~ furthered by the publication of the 
stories of one of the really great short-
story writers that this country has ever 
produced, Sarah One Jewett. 
Miss Jewett was born in the middle 
of the last century and lived through 
a decade of this century. A product of 
New England, her stories center in 
that area, more particularly in Maine. 
She had a very real feeling for that 
portion of the country and its inhabi-
tants and a very great ability as a 
writer, and such a combination is and 
always has been an irresistible one. 
This has so often been pointed out in 
her case. 
Willa Cather, herself much in-
fluenced by Miss Jewett, wrote a 
preface to this book when it originally 
appeared in 1925 and it has been in-
cluded in this new edition. Miss 
Cather's prediction as to the ultimate 
position of Miss Jewett in the Ameri-
can literary scene (author of one of 
the three American books with the 
possibility of a long, long life) seems 
as accurate today as when it was 
made. The publication of these stories 
in this present edition will do much to 
bring Miss Jewett's fine writing to an 
even larger reading public. 
TIDAL WAVE 
By Georges Simenon (Doubleday, 
$3.95) 
It is alwaJ"S somewhat disconcerting 
to be in the company of a person 
capable of probing out every action 
and motive. Yet, to me, this sort of 
an analyst is also fascinating. If we 
can reduce our contact with such a 
man to the enjoyment of his writings, 
we can be much more comfortable. 
Georges Sime1,1on has just such a talent 
for dissection. Whether he is looking 
at a quiet and sensitive instructor at 
a prep school in Connecticut or a 
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strong-willed rancher on the Mexican 
border, he has an amazing insight 
which seems to probe beyond his 
character of the moment and into the 
reader's most personal emotions. 
Simenon, to whom some have re-
ferred as, "the greatest novelist in con-
temporary F r e n c h letters," has 
journeyed e x t e n s i v e I y, traveling 
through much of the United States. 
The three novels in Tidal Wave are 
the first he has written with American 
backgrounds although he has pub-
lished more than three hundred and 
fifty novels in twenty-three languages. 
In each of these three Simenon has 
centered the story in one penonality 
and one ·tragic crisis in his life. The 
story develops with a tightening circle 
'of suspense due to the author's 
tremendous ability to capture signifi-
cant details. In each case it is the in-
ability of the central character to escape 
his own flow of emotions that eventu-
ally drowns him in the logical con-
clusion of the story. (Paradoxical in 
Simenon's writing is the fact that his 
conclusions, though always inevitable, 
arc often surprising.) The reader is 
caught in this same emotional in-
tensity. 
"Belle," the first of the novels, 
studies Spencer Ashby a typical New 
England prep school teacher who is 
accused of the heinous murder of a 
young girl living in his home. His 
analysis of his own ability to commit 
such an act, together with the psycho-
_logical pressure brought against him 
_by his neighbors, makes for an en-
grossing story. 
"Bottom of the Bottle " investigates 
the struggles of Patrick M. Ashbridge, 
a wealthy Arizona rancher. P. M., as 
he is affectionately known by his as-
sociates, must choose between a loyal-
·t y to his brother, an escaped convict, 
and his desire for the respect of his 
neighbors. The choice involves all the 
drama of an aggressive strong-willed 
man trying to justify the right of a 
weak dependent brother to upset the 
life he values so highly. 
"The Brothers Rico" deals with 
Eddie the oldest of ·three brothers 
who were all members of the under-
world. When Tony challenged the 
authority of the organization to which 
Eddie belonged, Eddie was ordered to 
hunt his brother. The Cain and Abel 
theme presents the conflict of this 
plot. 
The author of this book creates a 
strong impression on the reader be-
cause of his versatility, which is really 
noteworthy, and because he knows 
human nature so well. Even in the 
psychological novel it is unusual to 
find one's most secret thoughts ex-
posed so often and so devastatingly. 
It is easy to understand why Sime-
non's books have been the subjects of 
dissertations in both literature and 
p~ychology. 
JOSEPHINE FERGUSON 
A MONTH IN GORDON SQUARE 
By Frank Swinnerton (Doubleday, 
$3.95) 
In A Month in Gordon Square, a 
novel of unusual charm, Frank Swin-
ncrton skillfully and rather roguishly 
explores the strange relationship be-
an aged, famous actor and a twenty-
year-old art student, Flora. He presents 
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a striking picture of defiant yet in~ 
secure youth struggling against the 
sophistication and assurance of age. 
Flora, who prides herself on being 
different, is abrupt, given to authori-
tative opinions, defensive under criti-
cism, fearful of rejection. In her eyes 
Uncle Eustace, the fastidious old 
actor, is a malicious, "fish-like poseur" 
who alternately draws and repels her. 
She detects the cocktail parties he 
gives in his first-floor drawing room 
and regards with contempt the syco-
phants he gathers around him. When 
Uncle Eustace asks Flora to spend a 
month in his · house on London's 
Gordon Square to help entertain a 
young girl and makes it impossible for 
her to refuse, she is furious. However, 
a fortnight of her new life there 
changes and matures her. She sees 
everything and everyone around her 
in an altogether different light and 
discovers her true relationship to 
Uncle Eustace. 
For the numerous supporting roles 
Mr. Swinnerton has selected with care 
a fine and varied cast, and he force-
fully brings each character to life. 
There is some melodramatic action in 
the latter part of the book that ordi-
narily would arouse skepticism, but 
the reader is so completely won over 
by the superb characterizations that 
the entire story is convincing and, at 
times, even moving. 
CARLENE BARTELT 
THE FOUR LIVES OF 
MUNDY TOLLIVER 
By Ben Lucien Burman (Messner, 
$3.75) 
In the role of a Kentucky GI just 
out of the army who is in quest of his 
place in society, lonesome Mundy Tol-
liver is a roving Everyman. We see 
him here in four select episodes. The 
quality of universality enriches this 
easy-to-read story; deceptively casual, 
in it there are compassion for and 
love of the simple life. Intensified by 
subtle suspense and vitalized by na-
turalness of dialog, this new novel 
helps Mundy become a contribution to 
the roster of those American folk 
characters who refresh the human 
spirit. Modern literature needs a great 
deal more of such healthy writing. 
Consider this sample, one of the 
threads of ancestry that bring our 
hero into focus: 
His dark face was long and gaunt 
like his body, with high forehead 
and high cheekbones, the face of 
one of those dark Scottish High-
landers who many years before took 
up their homes in the southern hills. 
. ... a troubled face, of one who 
though only a young man of per-
haps twenty-two, was already given 
to deep reflection. 
There is a deeply moving fluency 
here. The action is incidental, it 
seems to me, to the vivid, natural de-
scription of such places in the Missis-
sippi delta as the moss-hung swamp 
or the flooding river along the levee. 
Similarly the adventures of e.g. tow-
boating or moonshining or Cajun 
shrimping-exciting as they actually 
are-seem pale alongside the ex-
perience that is highlighted in the in-
tensity of the semi-tropical hurricane. 
Ben Lucien Burman's eloquent plea 
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for honest realism (in The Saturday 
Reuiew recently) is well substantiated 
in this, as in his nine earlier writings. 
If you do not know his Everywhere I 
Roam, or the more popular Blow for 
A Landing, or the earlier Steamboat 
Round the Bend, indeed The Four 
Liues of Mundy Tolliuer is a worthy 
introduction to a commendable inter-
preter of America. 
H ERBERT H. UMBACH 
GENERAL 
THE CONFIDENTIAL CLERK 
By T. S. Eliot (H arcourt, Brace, 
$3 .00 ) 
We have all been conditioned to 
approach T. S. Eliot's writings as al-
legories, the deeper meaning of which 
must be sought beneath the mere 
words. We have · been further con· 
ditioned to expect that the:;c deeper 
meanings will be spiritual or meta-
physical in nature. 
Thus conditioned, your reviewer ap-
proached The Confidential Clerk. It 
was therefore somewhat of a surprise 
to reach the 159th and final page with 
the moral still unclear, the message 
still undivined-unless, of course, one 
assumes that Mr. Eliot's message is 
that man is a very complicated being 
with only a limited ability to per-
ceive his own identity and an equally 
limited ·ability to fashion the pattern 
of his life. It is hard to imagine that 
a writer of Mr. Eliot's stature would 
have occupied himself with the con-
struction of an allegory built upon 
such oft-repeated truisms. 
O ne of the banes of being a literary 
genius is that one becomes suspect of 
always having a profound message 
when, as a matter of fact, one may be 
only creating for the sheer pleasure of 
creating. We don' t know whether this 
is what Mr. Eliot was doing in this 
instance or not. But at least it seems 
possible. If one can, for the moment, 
forget all about "significance", he can 
enjoy The Confidential Clerk for what 
it most certainly is, irrespective of 
whatever else it may or may not be : 
a masterful job of writing. The blank-
verse form which Eliot employs could 
well become a classic example of maxi-
mum economy of words. The dialogue 
flows smoothly, so smoothly that one 
forgets that never man actually spoke 
this way. And there are sparks and 
flashes of humor, never forced and 
never strained, which only a consum-
mate literary craftsman could have 
inserted with so little apparent effort 
and with such complete appropriate-
ness. 
The plot of the play has been 
stated so often elsewhere that one 
hesitates to go through it again. 
Stripped to bare essentials, it involves 
Sir Claude Mulhammer who, in his 
green years, had fathered an illegiti-
mate daughter (Lucasta) and an il-
legitimate son. The daughter's ident-
ity is well-established and Sir Claude 
is sure in his own mind of the ident-
ity of the son, although Lady Eliza-
beth Mul4ammer is equally sure that 
the putative son (Colby Simpkins) is 
her own bastard. As it turns out, both 
are wrong. The disputed young man 
turns out to be the son of a frustrated 
organist, Sir Claude's child having 
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tual son turns out to be a nsmg young 
City man named B. Kaghan, Lucasta's 
fiance. The plot is not actually quite 
as complicated as an abbreviated 
resume makes it seem, but it is com-
plicated enough to require the skill of 
Sir Claude's confidential clerk, Eg-
gerson, to bring all of the principals 
together and disentangle matters. 
One final observation. The Confi-
dential Clerk is fascinating reading. It 
is ou1· guess that it would make fairly 
dull theatre. But, then, some of the 
best plays read better than they sound 
on the stage. 
THE BEST PLAYS 1952-1953 
Edited by Louis Kronenberger 
(Dodd, Mead, $4.50) 
In 1919 Burns Mantle began his 
now famous Best Plays Annual. This 
volume has appeared yearly, edi ted by 
Louis Kronenberger since Mantle's 
death, and has become a standard 
reference work of the twentieth cen-
tury American Theatre. The contents 
of the Annual follow the same general 
pattern from year to year: A review 
of the theatre season in the leading 
centers of the world; condensations of 
the ten best plays produced in New 
York during the year being surveyed; 
and then, perhaps the most valuable 
section of the entire book, a complete 
listing of all plays with their casts 
produced on and off Broadway for 
the season, all the vital theatre statis-
tics, listings of authors, producers, di-
rectors, and designers, and other in-
formation necessary to give a complete 
picture of the state of the professional 
theatre for the year past. 
The current edition, The Best Plays 
1952-1953, has been somewhat en-
larged in the area of articles, photo-
graphs, and delightful drawings by 
Hirschfeld. The ten plays selected· 
are: Dial M for Murder, Picnic, The 
Love of Four Colonels, The Time of 
the Cuckoo, Wonderful Town, The 
Climate of Eden, My Three Angels, 
The Emperor's Clothes, The Crucible, 
and Bernadine. 
The Best Plays is almost a necessity 
for any serious minded theatre per-
son. For the individual who is merely 
interested and wishes to be well in-
formed, this volume will prove most 
helpful m acqumng conversational 
status with the past season of the 
American Theatre. All former volumes 
are kept in print so the entire series is 
available. 
SARTRE 
By Iris Murdoch (Yale, $2.50). 
Whatever one's opinion of Sartre 
may be- that he is an irresponsible 
renegade or the epitome of modem 
philosophy-one thing is certain: he 
mirrors the real problems of many of 
our contemporaries. Miss Murdoch, 
who is tutor in philosophy at Oxford, 
treats Sartre in Yale's series of short 
studies in "Modern European Litera-
ture and Thought." One should not, 
however, expect in this an introduc-
tion to Sartre's thought; he should 
aiready have read well into Sa1ire's 
extensive productions. It is to the 
credit of Miss Murdoch that she has 
not taken a one-sided view of Sartre 
simply as professional philosopher, 
but appraises him via his novels and 
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plays as moral teacher and social 
critic. She dwells on Sartre's recur-
ring themes, the absurdity of man's 
attempt to make all objective being 
subjective, the subservience resulting 
from any attempt to relate one's free-
ilom to another person, man's self-
defeating attempt to reach the status 
of completeness or deity. Miss Mur-
doch's critique is also to the point: 
she presents him as a rationalist wish-
ing to be free from all traditional 
metaphysics and as a romantic with 
no reason for saying or doing one 
thing rather than another. To this re-
viewer Sartre is most interesting as a 
study in the sociology of knowledge, 
as a mirror of the malaise of post-
Hegelian and post-Marxist thought. 
RED DUST OF KENYA 
By Alyse Simpson (Crowell, $3.50 ) 
never gives) gave little more purpose 
to her life. Just when she had decided 
to leave1 with her uncle and this 
form er sweetheart who had come on 
a visit, a horde of locusts descends 
from the sky (shades of deus ex rna-
china} to feast on her husband's 
crops and save their marriage from the 
rocks. 
The author takes a whole book to 
tell us how she hates Africa but really 
loves her seemingly cold husband, and 
yet she would have us believe that 
after this locust episode all will be 
right with her world. I suppose one 
rcall1· shouldn't criticize the egocen-
trici ty of her life. She writes her own 
story rather well, but a more com-
plete picture of John would be help-
ful. But perhaps he is not really im-
portant since this is autobiographical. 
ANNE LANOE 
Since autobiographies seem to be in LAUGHTER ON THE STAIRS 
vogue on the book market, the author 
here. tells of the first three years of By Beverley Nichols (Dutton, $3.75) 
her marriage to John, an Englishman, 
who took her from a romantic Swiss 
village to the wilderness of Kenya. No 
transplantation could have more con-
trast, especially for a woman who so 
dearly loved the mountains and 
friendl y people of her homeland. 
In fact, the dismal solitude and 
constant war with the elements there 
on a 1000 acre farm made her morose, 
hopeless, and helpless. Getting no com-
fort from her Africa-loving husband, 
Mrs. Simpson thought only of her 
past life in Switzerland and how it 
could ' have been had she married her 
childhood sweetheart. The arrival of 
a baby girl (whose name the author 
There are a number of things about 
Laughte~ on the Stairs that would 
strike an American as being unusual. 
For one thing, it would seem unusual 
that a man should be named Beverley. 
For another, it would seem unusual 
that a man should have the tastes and 
interests of Mr. Nichols. For another, 
it would seem unusual that a man 
should write so frankly and at the 
same time so delicately about these in-
terests. 
Mr. Nichols is a sensitvie, cultured, 
in trospectivc, and articulate English-
man. He has an abiding affection for 
old houses, flowers and flower gardens, 
teas with old maids, and cats. He has 
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written an extremely large number of 
books, notably, I gather, in the field 
of gardening. 
In Laughter on the Stairs he tells 
about his purchase and restoration of 
a fine Georgian house in the country-
side near London. While so doing he 
mixes in a number of light discourses 
on painting, music, flowers, cruelty to 
animals, birds, cats, architecture, and 
other subjects that have caught his in-
terest. He is quite unself-conscious 
about his tastes and takes for granted 
that all cultured persons have similar 
interests. 
Some of this is rather arch and win-
some but Mr. Nichols has a sense of 
humor (it is a rather delicate sense of 
humor) and it shows through when it 
is most needed . Light reading and not 
recommended for rooters (of either 
sex) for the Brooklyn Dodgers. 
I WAS A HOUSE DETECTIVE 
By Dev. Collans with Stewart 
Sterling (Dutton, $3.00) 
If you have often wondered what 
goes on in the "insides" of a large 
4 modern hotel then this is the book for 
) ou. Hotel owners and managers may 
""' be somewhat unhappy with Mr. Col-
lans for telling too much about house 
detectives and their secrets (e.g. how 
to spot a man or woman bent on an 
indiscretion), but for the rest of us it 
_. is a revealing glimpse into an· ·almost 
alien world. 
Hotel keepers are, in many re.spects, 
in a fairly vulnerable position. They 
are constantly faced with problems 
1 that do not yield to easy solutions. The 
manager must balance, on the one 
hand, continuing good will on the part 
of the public, and, on the other handt 
maintaining a respectable hostelry in 
order to attract the best in the way o~ 
guests. It is not an easy matter to acr 
cuse a guest of improper or illegid 
conduct, and it may be exceedingly 
unfortunate if the accusation · can not 
be sustained. The house detective is 
the key to the proper maintenance of 
this balance for he gathers the facts 
and makes the decisions with respect 
to propriety and legality- a decision 
that must often be made in a great 
hurry and on insufficient evidence .. 
Mr. Collans illustrates his solutions to 
some of these problems such as the 
guest who wishes to use his room for 
an immoral purpose or the guest who 
is out to take the hotel for a financial 
ride in one way or another. His solu-
tions and his illustrations indicate an 
awareness of th('! problem involved and 
it can be readily observed why Mr. 
Collans had a long career in his role 
before his recent retirement. 
The writing is somewhat pedestrian, 
but the subject' is interesting and Mr. 
Collans has a new ·insight into man 
since he has so often seen him in un-
flattering positions. 
1953 PROCEEDINGS OF THE JOINT 
SESSIONS OF THE ASSOCIATED 
LUTHERAN CHARITIES AND THE 
LUTHERAN WELFARE CONFERENCE 
IN AMERICA 
(Order from Dr. H. F. Wind, 210 
North Broadway, St. Louis 2, $1.50) 
The proceedings of most professional 
associations make dull reading for the 
non-specialist. In the very nature of 
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things, however, the proceedings of a 
·group which is interested in human 
f>roblems can be very interesting, if 
the program itself was interesting. 
This, fortunately, happens to be true 
of the joint sessions of the two organi-
zations whose work is summarized in 
their Proceedings. 
Of particular interest to the non-
'pccialist will be Pastor Paul G. Han-
6en's paper on "The Family in a Time 
of Tension", which embodies some of 
the findings of the so-called Lutheran 
Kinsey report; a paper by Mr. Alfred 
F. Angester on "Problems Faced in 
R ejecting Adoption Applications"; 
and a very thoughtful and challeng-
ing paper by Pastor Stewart W. Her-
man on "World-Wide Lutheran Wel-
fare . . Its Program and Responsi· 
bility". 
In choosing these papers for special 
notice, we do not intend to minimize 
the importance of the worth of the 
many papers which are included . 
Some of these, however, are of a 
distinctly technical nature and would, 
therefore, appeal primarily to the 
specialist. But none of these ought to 
be beyond the comprehension of the 
average pastor or interested layman. 
Fragments 
Flora, fauna, mankind 
All are related 
By the rhythmic force of life. 
All sentiment, 
Charged with the supreme energy 
Of nature, 
Responding to the same 
Vital processes of procreation. 
The seasons shift -
A soundless perpetual growth. 
Blooming foliage, barren trees, 
And we too, alternate, 
A continuous process of rebirth, 
Gurgling chuckles, laughing feet, 
Pensive contemplations and staggering gait 





--------------By VI CT 0 R F. H 0 FFM ANN 
The Coach ·· A Jailbird 
Late one Saturday night sev-
eral weeks ago, the sheriff of a 
Nebraska county handcuffed a 
visiting coach, placed him under 
arrest, and put him under lock 
and key in the hoosegow. The 
next morning early, the county 
~ attorney brought charges of dis-
turbing the peace and assaulting 
police officers. 
A number of angered parents 
felt that he should have been 
charged with contributing to the 
delinquency of minors. 
1 These were only the final 
stages of what had begun as an 
iniportant basketball game cal-
culated to teach the high ideals 
.of sportsmanship and human 
.socialibilty. The team of the of-
_. fending coach, beaten to a fare-
the-well by a 73-29 score, spent 
most of the evening swearing at 
the referees. One player on the 
losing team struck an arbiter and 
was ejected from the game. 
At the end of the game, the 
losing team, led by their coach, 
attacked the police officers and 
the county sheriffs that had been 
alerted by the school officers of 
the host town to the possibility 
of a high school riot. 
And, of course, the high school 
band played the National An-
them to quell the riot. 
That the coach would not 
spend a lonely night, the county 
sheriff imprisoned one of the 
visiting players in the coach's 
quarters. 
And, of course, the superiors 
of the losing coach back home 
released a statement that their 
coach had always acted for the 
best interests of the community 
and its youth and must have 
been provoked to such unusual 
action by the unruly crowds of 
the host city. 
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Chicago Athletics 
Since January, The Chicago 
Daily News has been pointing up 
in a regular series of articles the 
knife-pulling and mayhem that 
continue to accompany the play-
ing of basketball in the windy 
city. 
According to reliable reports, 
the metropolitan coaching staffs 
school their proteges in dirty 
and malicious play. They are in 
the vanguard with profane and 
obscene talk. In a sense, the 
dressing rooms have become dens 
of inquity. 
The unsportsmanlike conduct 
of high school basketball fans 
and the gang fights had become 
so bad that the Superintendent 
of Chicago schools thought for 
a time of suspending all basket-
ball playing in the high school 
leagues. 
In some metropolitan centers, 
high school games were all being 
played in the bright light of Fri-
day afternoons. 
Indiana Collegiate Athletics 
I have just seen several im-
portant games in our Indiana 
Collegiate Conference that had 
three teams coming down nip 
and tuck to the final wire. With-
out fail, three of these coaches 
made spectacles of themselves-
getting up at the slightest provo-
cation to yell at the refs, stamp 
their feet, and wave their hands ~ 
in a wild and vehement manner. 
In all three cases, this brought 
mob reaction from the crowds at J 
the game-booing, moaning, and l 
catcalling. Ah, the people-yes. ~" 
By contrast, one of the coaches 
involved in all three of these 
games never so much as un-
crossed his legs when the going 
got rough. In two of these games, 
his team was the loser. 
Maybe good guys do finish 
last. The ongmator of this 
phrase, Lippy Leo Durocher, is 
not my example of upstanding 
Americanism and manhood, let 
him finish where he will. I hope 
under God that my kids can play 
for the nice guy, the coach who ~ 
is a Christian and a gentleman. 
I'm looking fonvard to that. 
Fans 
College presidents and high ~ 
school principals, together with 
coaches and athletic directors, 
have come in for a lot of criti· 
cism because of the sorry state of 
modern collegiate athletics. They 
have in very many cases deserved 
the raps across the knuckles. ~ 
I submit, however, that there 
is another factor. The schools of 
the twentieth century have be· 
come service institutions. If state 
institutions, the schools have to 
,_ I 
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give the taxpayers something for 
their tax dollar, something tang-
ible. If private schools, they have 
to give their constituents some-
thing for their donations. I guess 
one doesn't give for the prime 
., reason of good education, regard-
less of where the chips fall. 
Departments and staff mem-
bers are regularly called upon to 
make their education relevant to 
the practical aspects of society, 
~ to advise on juvenile delinquecy, 
crime, tax problems, political ac-
tion, and hog diseases, or to 
speak to the PTA-all this, of 
course, for nothing in very many 
cases. Every biology professor 
must be able to help aspiring 
individuals in the community to 
" identify the first robin come 
every spring. 
More often of late in these 
days of big stadia, the Babe 
Ruth's, and the Bevo's, these de-
mands for service "take the form 
1 of insistence upon certain types 
of exhibitions or entertain-
-< ments, and in some of these areas 
the public demand is so insistent 
as to dominate entirely ~he col-
lege program. Perhaps the out-
4! standing example of this type of 
demand is in the field of inter-
collegiate athletics." (Russell 
and Judd, The American Educa-
tional S)'Stem.) 
Moreover, the fans and alumni 
imply do not tolerate simple en-
tertainment, that is, good play 
by boys who have practiced hard 
and long and are giving the best 
according to their talents. Fans 
and alumni don't seem to care 
much about that kind of playing 
unless it is victorious playing. 
You can persuade coaches, presi-
dents, athletic directors, and pub-
lic relations officials to good 
play without pay. 
But, it seems to me, a combi-
nation of Billy Graham, Billy 
Sunday, and a Dwight L. Moody 
is needed for the mass conversion 
of the fans and the alumni to a 
decent athletic program under 
the influence of the high stand-
ards of an academic community. 
And the mothers-so many of 
them want their kids to go to the 
big schools that can offer more, 
more in terms of tuition, books, 
and incidentals, of course. 
The Frustration of Sports 
P o l i t i c a l philosophers are 
sometimes caught admitting that 
every succe sful political society 
must have plenty of "goof and 
guff" in it. A certain amount of 
horsepiay like :.\Jonopoly, Scrab-
ble, and Jane Russell relieves 
tensions and frustrations. 
Varsity sports might be just 
the "guff and goof" necessary to 
maintain a relatively sober, sane, 
and stable campus community. 
If this is true, the college must 
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have winning teams. There's 
nothing quite as frustrating as 
losing. The reader will have to 
write to Slippery Rock for more 
information. 
Then again-there's nothing 
quite as frustrating as winning. 
If the team is winning, it must 
win by decisive scores otherwise 
the team will not receive na-
tional recognition and will not 
be. invited to the Starved Rock 
Bowl game. Write to Frank 
Leahy, recently of Notre Dame, 
for competent and firsthand in-
formation on that aspect of liv-
ing with winning teams and with 
the Jack Armstrong crowd that 
is giving so much to American-
ism. I am certain that Leahy did 
not achieve his high position in 
the aspiring age by losing nor by 
living on the expensive shores 
of beautiful Lake Michigan. 
Even candidates for high po- ,. 
litical office must practice day >-
in and day out to keep that 
figure of less than a hundred on 
their · course cards. Between 
Puerto Rico nationalists and the 4 
retrieving of lost balls, the Secret ' 
Service gendarmes keep their 
figures. Now-if somebody would 
only pay some attention to the 
figures in Washington. 
-1 
Coquette 1 
Clouds, whiter than departed snow, 
Drift in a sky of deepening blue; 
Winds with a fresher fragrance blow 
And the green world seems born anew. 
Yet fickle is this time of year 
When sunshine fades and showers beset. 
April, with all her guile, is here, 
Incorrigible coquette! 
-ALBERT RALPH KORN 
,. 
THE MOTION PICTURE 
By ANNE HANSEN 
Many discriminating patrons 
r of the motion-picture theater are 
.., always on the lookout for un-
usual, off-the-beaten-path screen 
releases. They will be thrilled by 
two fine new documentary films 
-one British, the other French. 
The Conquest of Everest 
~ (Countryman Films: United Art-
ists) presents a fascinating pic-
torial record of the adventures of 
the British expedition which, led 
by Sir John Hunt, reached hith-
erto unsealed heights in the for-
bidding Himalayas. Annapurna 
(Himalaya: Mayer-Kinsley) por-
., trays the perilous ascent of An-
napurna by a French expedition 
under the leadership of Maurice 
Herzog. 
The British reached the sum-
mit of Mt. Everest-which towers 
~ 29,002 feet above sea level-on 
May 29, 1953, to establish a new 
"' world record. The old world 
record had been held by the 
French team which attained the 
26,493-foot peak of Annapurna 
on June 3, 1950. 
.. The Conquuest of Everest and 
A nnapuma give to earthbound 
mortals a better understanding 
of the formidable difficulties 
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which must be met and over-
come by mountain-climbing ex-
peditions. Both films underscore 
the importance of the months of 
painstaking planning and prepa-
ration which precede the actual 
start of the ascent, just as they 
emphasize the necessity for care-
fully co-ordinated teamwork and 
meticulous regard for minute 
and sometimes seemingly unim-
portant details. In both we see 
the laborious, inch-by-inch prog-
ress made by the climbers over 
hazardous terrain, and we are 
aware of the ever present shadow 
of death which hangs over them . 
We recognize how small and 
frail men are when they pit 
their puny efforts against the 
terrifying forces of nature. We 
share their bitter disappoint-
ment when an assault has failed, 
and we share the exultation that 
comes with hard-won victory. 
Annapurna has many excellent 
qualities-including superb pho-
tography and moments of breath-
taking suspense. But it does not 
achieve the stark and compelling 
realism of The Conquest of Ev-
e?·est) largely because the script 
is "·eak and in every respect in-
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ferior to the simple but eloquent 
narrative commentary written 
for Everest by the distinguished 
British poet Louis MacNeice. 
The well-conceived musical score 
for Eve1·est was composed by Ar-
thur Benjamin. Credit for the 
truly magnificent color photog-
raphy goes to Thomas Stobart 
and George W. Lowe. 
Nowadays anyone can journey 
to the far corners of the earth by 
way of the silver screen. From 
factual accounts of high adven-
ture in the Himilayas let us turn 
now to strictly fictional adven-
ture a Ia Hollywood. 
Hell and High Water (20th 
Century-Fox. Samuel Fuller), a 
CinemaScope p r o d u c t i o n in 
beautiful technicolor, takes us on 
a swift tour of the great capitals 
of the world before it sets us 
down in Tokyo and smack into 
the middle of a fantastic plot. 
The film begins and ends with 
an "atomic" explosion. In be-
tween it makes use of every stock 
property of melo~rama-always 
skillfully adapted to the issues of 
the day. Viewed as a cloak-and-
dagger yarn, H ell and High 
Wate1· is exciting entertainment. 
The acting is good, the photog-
raphy is arresting, and Dimitri 
Tiomkin's musical score is high-
ly effective. Director Samuel 
Fuller successfully creates and 
sustains an atmosphere of sus-
pense. The action builds . to a 
smashing climax. Richard Wid-
mark and Bella Darvi-a new-
comer to Hollywood-are ably 
supported by a capable cast. 
From Japan and the bleak 
islands that lie at the top of the 
globe we fly to colorful Morocco 
and the wildly exaggerated tale 
of the girl Saadia. Our stay will 
be brief-just long enough to re-
port that Saadia (M-G-M, Albert 
Lewin) is the most preposterous 
and pretentious film I have seen 
in months. Rita Gam is the sad-
eyed Saadia, Wanda Roth is the 
sad-eyed sorceress, Mel Ferrer is 
the sad-eyed French doctor, and 
Cornell Wilde is the sad-eyed 
native ruler. And I was the sad-
eyed spectator in the twentieth 
row. 
I almost said that I was a sad-
eyed spectator on another oc-
casion. But "sad-eyed" is not the 
proper expression. I should say 
that I was bored and disgusted 
when my movie tour took me to 
a South Sea island to see Rita 
Hayworth in Miss Sadie Thomp-
son (Columbia, Curtis Bern-
hardt). Loosely derived from 
Somerse t Maugham's well-known 
play Rain, this film is cheap, 
brazen, and unbelievably vulgar. 
Although there is much talk 
about morality, moral values 
have been so distorted that it 
. ., 
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would seem that black is white 
and white is · black. 
"Before we return to the 
United States, we must stop at 
the Island of Yap to pay a call 
on Burt Lancaster, the king in 
His Majesty O'Keefe (Warners, 
Byron Haskin). I shall not at-
tempt to give even a bare out-
line of the goings-on in this pic-
ture. Unless you are a seasoned 
movie-goer, you will surely say, 
"It an't so." ·But it is. That's 
Hollywood! Some time a pro-
ducer with vision will have the 
good taste and the good sense to 
film the natives of tropical is-
lands as they are, instead of con-
tinuing the "super-spectacle" 
cycle so common at the moment. 
Back home again! And I sup-
pose it was inevitable that the 
first film on the home front 
should feature another over-
worked theme: the white man 
vs. the North American Indian. 
- For seve1~al reasons The Com-
mand is a notable "first." It is 
the : first Warner production to 
be . ma:de in CinemaScope; it is 
the first western to be filmed in 
the new medium; and it features 
Guy Madison, popular star of 
~ radio and TV, in his first star-
ring role on the screen. The 
Command is a superior western. 
Warner Color photography has 
c a p t u r e d the awe-insp1rmg 
beauty of the west with thrilling 
fidelity. Slight alterations have 
injected a fresh note into a fairly 
hackneyed plot. The principals 
in the outstanding cast-Mr. 
Madison, James Whitmore, and 
Joan Weldon-merit special ap-
plause, and we dare not overlook 
the satisfactory work of the sup-
porting players. David Butler di-
rected the film with a firm hand 
and with fine understanding of 
visual and emotional effects. 
The Eddie Cantor Story 
(Warners, Alfred E. Green) 
brings to the screen the life 
story of one of the most popular 
figures of the American theater 
in the first half of the twentieth 
century. The film account of the 
life and the career of Eddie Can-
tor is appealing, warmly human, 
and good entertainment for the 
entire family. Aline MacMahan 
is superb in the role of Grandma 
Esther, :Marilyn Erskine plays 
Ida with charming simplicity, 
and gifted y o u n g Richard 
Monda is convincing as the thir-
teen-year-old Eddie. Keefe Bras-
selle, a relative newcomer in 
Hollywood, is cast in the title 
role. He successfully imitates the 
well-known Cantor mannerisms, 
and the mugging that is part and 
parcel of Mr. Cantor COUles na-
turally to him. But Mr. Brasselle 
lacks the dynamic personality 
which carried Mr. Cantor from 
the slums of New York City to 
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the top rung of the theatrical 
profession. For me Mr. Bras-
selle's make-up was most disturb-
ing. It seems to me that it would 
have been far wiser to suggest 
!"he physical traits which distin-
guish the popular Eddie than 
to attempt tu achieve the pop-
eyed look by such obviomly un-
natural devices. Many figures of 
the past and present are seen in 
The Eddie Canto1· Story, among 
them ·will Rogers, Jr., who por-
trays his famous father. 
·will Rogers, Jr., may also be 
seen in The Boy from Oklahoma 
(Warners, l\Iichael Curtiz). Here 
is a softspoken, peace-loving cow 
poke who, quite by accident, be-
comes sheriff of a lawless fron-
tier town. Straight horse opera 
this, but good fun. 
There just is no escaping the 
antics of Dean Martin and Jerry 
Lewis if you see Money from 
Home (Paramount, George Mar-
shall) in 3-D. The action seems 
to break all around you as the 
irrepressible duo engages in fa-
miliar but usually quite hilari-
ous comedy routines. 
Red Skelton is the star in two 
completely dissimilar recent re-
leases. In Half a Hero (M-G-M, 
Don Weiss) he plays a hard-
pres_sed, hard-working young hus-
band and father with fine re-
straint. He is less successful as 
the naive diamond cutter in The 
G 1· e a t D i a m o n d Robbery • 
(M-G-M, Robert Z. Leonard). 
:Both pictures can boast of bet-
ter-than-average a c tin g, swift-
paced direction, and some hi-
larious comedy sequences. 
Ginger Rogers portrays an " 
aging grande dame of the theater 
with fine success in Forever Fe-
male (Paramount, Irving Rap-
per), a nonsensical farce remote-
ly related to Sir James Barrie's 
Rosalind,. Miss Rogers deserves 
a better vehicle. 
Bad for Each Other (Colum- 1. 
bia, Irving Rapper) unsuccess-
fully attempts to strike a blow 
against the practice of "ghost" 
surgery. Inept handling of an 
implausible story. 
Borde1· River (Universal-In- -
ternational, George Sherman) is 
just another pot·and-counterplot 
yarn set against a Civil War 
background and, for the most 
part, played out south of the 
border. ,. 
